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TO 


THE L_\DY 
ETHELDREDA FITZALAX HO"\V.L\RD. 
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)Iy dear Ethel, 
Suppose ,ve take the Angels instead 
of fairies, and the Dead instead of ghosts, 
and tIle11 see 110'V ,ve get on? 


Yours affectionately, 
F. ,Yo F. 


Lonùon, Christnlas, IS.')7. 
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 SIGH! Sigh! Sigh! said the lllidnight ,yind, as 
it s,yept oyer the great Brazilian forest. And 
the tall paln1s trelnblcd, and ,yaved their green 
fans, to get all the sea's coolness, ".hich came 
in the breeze; and their feathery domes s,yung 
to and fro, like ships rocking at anchor. 
Lilalpa! death 111USt be very beautiful, said 
Ouinto: for death is God's night. 
All! Oniato, repJied Lilalpa, but light is 1110re 
.; 
beautiful than darkness. ":.' 


\ 
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Dearest Sister! you IllUst not say so, ans,vered 
Oniato: darkness is nlore beautiful than light. 
"\Ve see God better in the darkness. 
'Vhy have your thougllts been so often \van- 
rlering on God lately, 111Y dearest Brother? said 
Lilalpa. God! God! it is a beautiful ,yard, 
and n1akes a strange stir in my heart. 'Vhere 
is God? ,vho is God? 
I 1\:no'''' not, Lilalpa ; but ,,,,hen things make 
a stir in our hearts tlley must be real things. 
There ll1Ust be a God, tll0Ugll IJerltaps IIis 
Nnrne is not God. 
....L\.h! Oniato, I see ,vhy you love the darkness. 
It is lJecause it nlakes you think more of God. 
Beautiful darkness! it feels like a h0l11e. 
011 yes, Lilalpa, and ,,,,lIen I hav
 listened to 
the ll1issionaries reasoning ,yitll my father, I 
l1ave s0111etinles thought that light ,vas really 
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darkness, and darkness really light, and that 
they had only agreed to loole like each other, 
instead of looking like their o\vn selves. 
Indeed the night ,vas beautifu1 4 Just such a.. 
night as "'"ould be likely to make childrin taU(
 
II> 
like Angels. I ,yonder ho,v much they un
ler- 
:-: 11 
stood of \vhat they ,vere saying to each other. 
---. .. 
\,r e are all of us born poets, but only a fe\v òf 
us find. 'it out. -.. 
They wanClered on. They ,,,,ere löst. "in the 
\. 
forest. Tþe boughs nlet Bl>vv

heir lcaç.s like 
..
. 
the roof of a cathedral. They hea
q. the' ,vild 
beasts arguing ,vith eacll othe
l", cÓnlì
lainingly 
rather than savagely. Occasion
lly there " .Lwe 
.\ \.... 
silences, and they thought they hea:l
<Ì the earth 
i 
breathe; but just as they ,yere going. to make 
certain of it, 80111e night-bird froll1 a lofty branch 
,vould suddenly pour forth gushes of clear song 


- 

- - 


. ., 


': 
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into the ear of the ancient night. "\Vhy is night 
ancient, ,vhy should it be n10re ancient than 
day? Nobody kno,vs, yet everybody says it is 
so, and feels that it is so. 
Every llO'V and then they sa,v the stars fight- 
ing in the sky. So Lilalpa tllOUght: but it ""as 
only the tossing of the branches, ,y hie]l kept 
sho,ying and hiding the stars. There ,vere Hlany 
sights and nlany sounds in that ,vood, ,vhich the 
children did not understand. But thev felt thenl 
. oJ 
all; and sOll1eho,v ,yhen they felt theIn, they 
,'" hispered to thenl sel Yes, God! God! ",r e enj oy 
the day tiIne. "T e feel the night time. In the 
day till1e God sees us. In the night tÏ1ne ,ve 
see God. On earth, to see God means to feel 
fliTn. Feeling is 1110Stly the best l
illcl of seeing. 
'-Vhy had these children left hOlDe? They 
,viII neyer return to it. l"11e End of the "r orlù 


" 
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,vill corne in an hour, nnd they ,viII die in the 
,yaters of the ,yood, and, having been really dead 
before, 'v ill nlake thell1Sel yes alive by dying.. 0 
blessed 'Vaters of the 'V ood ! Blessed all 
,vaters, ,vhich have ,vood in then1, the 'Vood of 
the Cross. 
o Lilal pa ! is not this very solemn? lIarl\: 
ho,v the ,vinù ll1urn1urs! It has a voice like 
that of our dead pale-faced 111 other. Lilalpa! I 
sOlnetimes see ll1Y n1other, ,vhen I sleep. But 
listen to the ,vind. It sings as if it ,vas 
unhappy. Perhaps the ,vind is a goel ! 
But if it ,vas a god, Oniato, it ,vould not be 
unhappy. 
o Lilalpa! III ore anel n10re I ask ,vho is God? 
,,-r e haye no God. "r e are not like the Chris- 
tians ,vith ,,
hite faces, such as c"onle to llS, and 
such as they Eay ,-rcre kings in this lanel thou- 
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sands of years ago. They have a God ,vh0111 
they loye. Ho,v grand the ruins of their 
churches are! Our mother ,vas ,yhite-faced, 
they say, and she too had a God and loved 
Hinl. Lilalpa! I ll1Ust have a God, if it. IS 
only to have son1ebody to love. 
Ijlalp'a burst into tears. 
Dearest Lilal!Ja! said Oniato, you kno,v I love 
you: you l\:l1o'v ,vhat I mean. 
o yes, Brother, rel)lied 14ilalpa, I an1 not un.. 
happy. I do 1\:no'v 'v hat you 111ean; for I feel 
the same myself: and yet I love you, oh so 
lunch; so nIue}l it hurts my heart sonletinles! 
And Oniato thre,v his arms round her, and 
said, \Ve ,vill find Gael to-night. And a star 
shone into Lilalpa's tearful eyes. 0 sometimes 
the stars seem aln10st to speak by their shining. 
Ah! Ol1iato! I ,visIl our father \yould not 
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burn those ,vhite-faced priests in the fires of the 
snake-t en1 1)les. Eyen no\v it seems to me as if 
the ,vind ,vas full of the sound of those sighs and 
murmurs ,vhich they lllake in the fire. 
And yet, Lilalpa, they are not like the mur- 
nlurs of pain or anger. 
No! that is the strange thing. 
Lilalpa! I cannot breathe in nlY father's 
palace. I have enticed you here on l)urpose. 
Let us find God. If not, let us live in the 
forest, and die here, like fio,vers. Let us seek 
the ,vhite-faced man of God ,vhon1 lilY father 
drove into the forest to-day to die of hunger, or 
to be eaten by the ,vild beasts. I have hidden 
a flask of ,vine in 111Y clot hos to take to hirn, if 
've can find him. 
Oniato! shall \ve ask those dear stars to lead 
us to hin1? 
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No! Lilalpa, his God ,vilI kno,v lJest ,vhere he 
IS. '"fo be sure the eyes of the stars seem to be 
every\vhere. But I think ,ve had better pray 
to his God instead. 
Oniato! see! the earth is on fire! 
No! Lilalpa! it is only the fÌl"e-flies. I
et us 
follo,v thenl. They are the living stars of the 
,yood. Perhaps God has sent then1 to leaù us. 
So they follo,ved the fire-flies. 
Sigh! Sigll! Sigh! sang the \vincI; for it ,vas 
yery tireù, as it had been all round the earth. 
And the fire-flies played rounù the heads of the 
chilJren, like glories round the heads of Saints 
in pictures. Some s,yung like globe<<shaped 
lanlps in front of thenl, and seenled to lead the 
V\":lY. l\Iany ,vilù-beasts ,vere pro,vling round. 
1"he flanle-coloured eyes of the punlas looked at 
the chilùren as they passed. nut they dared 
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not touch them; for the beasts sa,v three Angels 
,yith the children, 'VhOIl1 the children did not 
see. T\\"o ,vere the Guardian Angels of the 
children, and the third ,vas the Angel of the 
Sacran1ent of llaptisnl. 
"That a silence! Deep, deep, deep silence! 
Silence above! Silence belo\v! Silence all 
round ! 
Oniato, said Lilalpa, silence IS more like a 
god than ,yind. 
It "
as near lllidnigh t. In the heart of the 
,vood a huge flo,ver slo,vly openecl out, and 
bloss0l11ed, and filled the forest ,yith a ll10St 
exquisite perfume. 
o Lilalpa! there IS the l\Iidnight Flo"Ter! 
Ho,v I shonlcllike to be a l\Iidllight Flo,ver, ,vith 
nobody to see TIle blossonl, nobody to sTIlell my 
fragrance, excel)t God! I suppose I-Ie lTIade 
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the rest of the flo,vers for us, but that one for 
I-lin1self. He keeps its s,veetness for Himself in 
the lonely darkness. It smells like the flesh of 
the ,vhite-faced priestd in tIle fires, so s,veet! 
1'he snlell of it son1etimes con1es into my ,vindo,v 
from the ,vood. It al\vays makes me thinl
 of 
God. 
Dear children ! they too ,,,,ere truly l\Iidnight 
Flo,vers, and the hour of their bloonling ,vas at 
hand. 
011 ! Oniato, ,vhat beautiful soft thunder is 
that? 
They bad C0111e near a ,vatcrfall, under dark 
cedars. They sa,v the foam flas11 under the darl
 
branches. 
Olliato! that ,vaterfall speaks to me 1i1\:e the 
,r oice of a God. 
Perhaps, Lilalpa, there is no God, excel)t that 
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Christ ,,-ho makes the ,vhite- faced priests smell 
s,yeetly in the fire. 
Hush! Hush! Oniato-look at the globe of 
fire- flies under the palm: there is the Christian 
priest sitting on a rocl{ by the river! His bacl{ 
is resting against the tree. 
At that mon1ent it thundered under their feet. 
The forest rocked and creaked, and the ground 
quivered, like the sail of a ship ,vhen the ,vind 
slackens. 
They ,vent up to the priest. He seemed 
asleep. But it was not so. He had fainted 
from hunger. His face ,vas very beautiful.. 
""'hen the fire-flies disappeared, it ,vas the colour 
of llloonlight, and shone very marvellously in the 
dark night, ,,
ith a soft shining. 
Oniato! ,vhispererl Lilalpa, it is the light of 
his God shining upon his face. 
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It thull
ered again under their feet. They 
looked up. Green and IJurple and crin1son 
ll1eteors ,vere rushing about the sky, and cracl
- 
ling in the aIr. Strange chilùren! they ,vere 
not afraid. They fear nothing, \vho are seeking 
God. 
1'hey ,vent up to the priest, and poured son1e 
,vine do,vn his throat, and he reviycd, and 
opened his eyes, and looked at then1. 
l\Iy chilùren! ,vho are you? 
"r e are the l\:ing's children. 'Ve ,vant to }{no,v 
about your God. 
He sn1iled, and kissed theIn, saying, lOU shall 
be king's children indeed ! 
Then it tllundered again under their feet, and 
it thundered over their heads, and the trees 
111oaned, and tIle meteors crackled. 
And he told then1 about Bethlehenl. 
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They heard a hissing noise. A great darl{ 
mountain ,yas opposite to them 011 the other 
side of the river, and behold! a broad solid flash 
of yiolet-coloured lightning split the lJlacl{ 
nlountain in t,vo. Suddenly there ,vas silence. 
And he told then1 about Nazareth. 
A distant roar ,yas heard. On can1e the 
,vhirl,vind. It rooted up all the trees, and 
carried tlJem 111iles into the air. The blaclr 
lTIountain sank into the earth ,vith a loud rUffi- 
, bling. nut they ,vere not hurt. Then once 
nlore the rushing of the rIver ,vas heard in the 
silent night. It "ranted only a fc,v lninutes to 
nlid ight. , 
And he told then1 alJout Cqlvary. 
And they clasped their hands, and ,yept. 
TIehold! ten thousand ,yild - beasts, h O'Y Iing 
and rnoaning, rushed 1)3st thenl, IJursued by a 
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great yello,v fire, ,vhich had broken like a river 
out of the earth. It did not hurt the priest or 
the children. 
And he told them of the l\Iount of Olives, and 
the' Ascension, and the c0111ing again to J udg- 
mente 
And Lilalpa toolr hold of Oniato's hand and 
they botillooked up to heaven, and said, Jesus! 
Jesus! 
And the priest smiled, and ,vept. 
And a vpnerable ,vhite.-haired old man sud- 
denly appeared at the other side of the river, and 
said, It is tin1e! 
And the priest said, Blessed St. Joseph! I 
obey. 
And lIe led the children to the edge of the 
rock, and said, Yau have given 111e ,yine: I ,viII 
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glye you ,vater, ,vater ,vith the Blooù of Jesus 
hidden in it. 
And he explained Baptisn1, and they begged 
to be baptized. 
And the heavens opened \vith a fierce ,,
hite 
light ;-.and a huge round glory, Eke a sunrise, 
,vas seen coming s,,'iftly up from the east. 
And the IJriest said, It is the Lord. 
And he baptized the children. 
And ,vhen they \vere baptized, they saiù, 
COlne, s"
eet Jesus! 
And tIle earthquake shook the rocI, on ,,'hich 
they stood, and it rolled over into the deep 
foanlY ,vater, and, as they fell, the priest's 3r1n 
,vas round them, and they SfL\V St. Joseph sn1Íl- 
ing at them, and he pointed up,vards ,yherc a 
heavenly Lady, all dressed in golden light, "'[lS 
,vaiting for then1. 
3 
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At first they thought it ""as their mother. 
nut the Lady ,vas 11lore beautiful than their 
mother, and, thougII it seeins strange to say so, 
her face ,,,,as more full of love than their Blother's 
,vas. Yet everybody, ,,
ho sees that lleavenly 
Lady for the first tilne, thinks her like his nlother, 
because her beauty is so motherly. 
Then they kissed each other, and said, The 
Angels åre ,vhispering in our hearts, that it is 
1\Iary of Bethlel1elTI; and they cried, Dear 

Iary ! 
.t\nd all three 
anl\: into the cold ,vaters, and it 
thundered louder than ever, and the ,vater gurg- 
led in their ears, and they clung closer together, 
antl. it ,vas painful for a n101nent. Then their 
ears ,,,,ere full of the sounds of harps, and they 
opened their eyes, and the ,vater ,vas turned into 
light, and it ,,,,as 11ea\Ten ! 
.A.nd those t"'"Q ,vere tIle last chilùren, and so 
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the ,vorld ended. Oh it ,vas a beautiful 111id- 
Hight t.o Oniato and Lilalpa! It is day-tin1e 
,vith them no 'v, eternal day-time. 0 happy 
children! ,yho belong to Jesus, and have been 
saved by IIis Precious Blood! 
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OR, 


TIlE PAIXS OF CHILDREN. 




PHILIP'S DEATH. 


EDITH ,vas looking out of the ,,,,inclo,v in her 
o'\vn little room. Opposite to her "
as a beauti- 
ful \rood of beech trees. There ,yas not in all 
England a D10re glorious "
oocl for lTIOSSY banks 
and ,,
ild flo"\vers than the Priory ""T ood; and 
none even to COll1e near it for its ,vonderful 
purple hyacinths in spring, nor for the tallness 
of its green and yello,v fern in autun1n. 
J lIst in sight of her ,yindo"\v ,vas a. broken 
bank of ,vhite chalk a little ,yay in the ,yood. 
I t looked as if it had some tirne or other been a 
chalk l)it. The sun of June ,vas shining on it 
through the thin transparent beech-Icaycs, and 
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the ,,
hite banI\: looked alnlost golden in the light. 
In the spring the crest of that old pit had worn 
a perfect diadenl of the darkest purple hyacinths, 
and Edith remembered ho,v she and P
lilip used 
to go to admire theIn, \vhen her lessons ,yere 
over. She had often to coax the nurse very 
lnuch to let her take Philip so near the edge of 
the Lank, though it 'Yas a very little one, and 
the pit so choked up ,vith mossy earth, that I 
doubt if Philip ,vould have taken llluch harlll 
even if he had rolled over. 
She remenlbered also ho,v she had no,v and 
then been half vexed ,vith Philip, because he 
sonletinles broke the juicy stalks, and gathered 
a handful of the flo,vers, and thre,v thelll n"vay 
as soon as he had gathered them. She believed 
he only plucked thenl to enjoy the nice little 
snap they n1ade, ,vhen he broke the stalks. 
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Kow there ""as but one argument ,,"hich eyer 
,yas good ,vith Philip, and that ""as God. And 
so she used to tell him that God never plucked 
flo,yers unless lIe ,,"anted them, never plucked 
then1 only to fling them a ""ay. Edith relnem- 
bered all this. The spring, ,vith its hyacinths, 
and ne,v leayes, and boisterous thrushes half 
choking then1selyes ,vitll singing in a hurry, 
seenied 3S if it ,vas only yesterday. And no'v 
Philip ""as dying, dying in terrible pain, and his 
face ""as as ,,,,hite as the chalk bank ,,,,hen the 
sun is not on it, a cold and ,yeary ,,,,hite.. 
It ",vas plain that Edith had been crying. But 
the look on her face just then ,vas not a look of 
SOITO'Y. It ,vas SOll1ething more painful, and not 
altogether right. There ""as a fro,vn upon her 
1)10'''', ,,,,hich never ought to be seen on a child's 
forehead; nor iudeed on the forehead of a 
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gro,,"n-up l)erso11. For tllere is no fro,vning, 
,vhen all is peace and pure loye ,vithin the 
heart. At lengtll she said out loud, Surely not 
everything ,y hich God does is right. fIe can 
be wrong, as ,veIl as any body else. I kno,v lIe 
can do ,vllat He likes. But sOlnetimes lIe seems 
to like very dreadful things. lIe is a1 ""aJs 
pO\Verflll, but lIe is not a1 \vays love. 
Editll! said :1 very s,veet voice. 
The child started. She had never he30rd that 
voice lJefore, anù sonleho,v it made her very 
liuell afraid. She turned round fron1 the ,yin- 
do,v to see 'v ho it ,vas, but there 'Y(.lS nobody 
in her roanl. She lool\:ed out of the ,yoad, but 
there ,vas 1101Jody on the la,vll bet,veen the ,yood 
and herself. She held her breath and listened. 
Edith! saiù the voice, in a tone of love but 
also of relJroach. 


. 


. 
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'Yho called ll1e? cried Editb, very mucll agi- 
tated. 
It is I, Edith, replied the VOIce: I, "Tho am 
:your Guardian Angel. I COllIe to reproach you 
for thinking and saying such things of God. 
The i\ngel then 11lade her sit do,vn. She could 
not see hinl, but she felt hinl at her side, and her 
fear passed a,vay she did not kno,v "Thy. 
Edith! said the Angel, the house is full of 
Angels, ,vaiting on Philip, and helping hinl to 
die. It. s like the sanctuary of a church. nut 
the Evil Angel ,,,,ants to COlne into this honle of 
holy and peaceful sorro,v. No,v he neyer can 
get into a house, except through a heart; and he 
is trying to get in through J"our heart by trying 
to fill it ,vith ''''fong thoughts of our Dlessed 
G.od.. 
And Edith felt that the Angel b01recl yery 


. 
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lo\v, and trembled, ,vhile he pronounced the 
Name of God, and his trenlhling made a kind of 
11ushed music, like. the sOllnd she once heard in 
the piano, ,vhen she ran against it in the dark. 
No\v tell me, said he, ,vbat the n1atter is. 
Edith had son1e difficulty in explaining herseif. 
The Angel kne,v very ,veIl ,,,,hat she ,vas going 
to say, and could have put it into better ,yords 
than she did. But he kne,v also that she ,yould 
unburden her heavy little heart better if she said 
it for herself in the best ,yay she could. So she 
ans,vcred as follo\vs : 
l\lanlll1a sOllletinles talks of being scandalized. 
I an1 not quite sure that I kno,v ,,"hat she 
nleans, but I have tried to n1ake it out; and I 
think I an1 no,v scandalized at God. 
No sooner had she said the ,vords than she 
heard the trenlbling nlusic of the Angel n1ucll 
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more deeply than before. It quite ,vent through 
her, 3
 if she had been suddenly touched' ,vith 
Ice. And for a few nloments sbe could not go 
on. But the Angel con1forted her, and she spoke 


. 
agaIn. 
It seeIllS so dreadful to nle that dear Philip 
should suffer those horrible pains. lIe h:ts 
never been naughty. l\Iamma says he is not olll 
enough to do sins, and I kno,v he loves God very 
much, and that he ,viII go to heaven because he 
has been baptized. Oh if you had eyer heard 
hhn say the Name of Jesus, and seen the s""eet 
smile on his little pale face, ,vhen he lisps out, 
"Baby loves Jesus," it ,vould be quite dreadful to 
you to see hin1 t,visting in bed, ,yith his feet all 
dra""l1 up, and his poor thin fingers tied up like 
a knot in a rope, and to hear his piteous n10ans. 
God could cure hÍlu if lIe pleased. 'Vhy does 
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Ile 111ake hin1 suffer such dreadful pains? ,A.Bd 
poor lllan1111a's fare is so shocl
ing ,vhen she sees 
Philip in this ,yay, that it breal\:s Iny heart. 
She says slle has done sins, and that God is no,v 
punishing her for them, but I do not belie \Te 
she can llave done 111 a ny, and I aU1 sure they 
111ust lutye been very little ones. I really do not 
tllinl{ it is right of God to be so cruel to her. 
It is very hard of Hinl to tal
e Philip a,vay froIH 
Iler; for she loves Philip ten times 1110re than 
she 10y
s n1e, and I an1 glacl of it, because I love 
darling Philip so 111uch lllyseif. But if Gael will 
. 
llave Philip, and I l
no'v lIe llas a right to hinI, 
because IJoor ll1an1111a saitl so, but she cried 
dreadfully ,,,,hen she said it,-if He ,vants Philip, 
,vhy need lIe pllt hin1 to SUCll horrible pain? I 
lrno,v it is ver y ,vrOllO- very ver y ,yrOI1O- and I 
0' ., , b' 
aUI very ,vicked; l?ut I cannot bear to see God 
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breaking mamIna's heart, and torturing Philip so. 
And then Edith burst into a flood of tears. 
l{neel dov{n, 111Y child, said the Angel, .ancl 
hefore I speak to you, let us say the Onr Father 
toge there 
The Angel then told Editll to remain kneel- 
ing, and she heard the llushed 111usic again. 
Gradually the roon1 gre\v dark, and then the 
Angel lllacle himself yisible to her, all glo,Ying 
,vith silver light, \vith a transparent body; and in 
I the 11liclst of it, \vhere his heart should have 
been, ,vas a great bright sea ,vith a harp rising 
up out of the ,vaters; and she seenled to bear 
the billo,vs of that sea beating in the softest 
thunder upon the shore \vllich ,,,,as in visible, and 
sornehow she felt that the shore ,vas God. 
The Angel laid his hands on her head, anel 
at his touch all the feeling of rebellion against 
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God ,vent out of her heart, and he spoke to her. 
Edith! D1Y little one! God is indeed our 
Father, and lIe loves us to love IIinl, and lets us 
make yery free ,,,,ith lJim in our loye. But ,ve 
nlust remenlber that lIe is also the great, magni- 
ficent, terrible, everlasting God. lIe is so ,vide 
that ,ve cannot see I-linl all. lIe is so deep that 
,ve cannot see do,vn into the depths of l-linl. I-Ie 
is so bright that lIe dazzles us ,,,,hen ,ve loole 
upon IIirn. There is nothing about l-liu1 ,vhich 
,ve understanù perfectly; but ,vhat ,ve under- 
stand least of all is Ilis love. There are Dlany 
things about IIinl ,vhicll ,ve Christians are 
certain of: JOu men because you believe then1, 
,ve Angels because ,ve see thenl; but it is one 
thing to be certain, and another to understand. 
Y'oung children have 1110re need than anyone 
else to kllO'V this, because God sparkles in their 
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pure souls, and they thus see things ,,,,ithin them 
,vhich the ,vorld hinders gro,vn-up people from 
seeing, and so they ask very strange and yery 
hard questions about God. Thus they must 
reulen)ber that, ,vhere God is concerned, it is one 
thing to be certain, and another thing to under- 
stand. 
Blessed Angel, saiù Edith; but do not even 
you understand God? 
No, Edith! although I kno\v so n1uch of God, 
that the big ,vorld is not big enougll to hold all I 
kno,v, and though I see Hhn in this room at this 
rnOlnent so clearly, that you ,volllcl drop do,vn 
dead if you saw Him as I see Hhl1, yet I am so 
far from understanding Hhn, that, as a big grain 
of sand and a little one do not differ much from 
each other compared ,vith a vast IlJountain nlany 
Iniles high, so, compared ,,,,ith God, my ignorance 
4: 
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:Lnd your ignorance look nearly the same. 0 my 
child! God is yery great, llnspeakably great, 
dreadfully great! 'Ve 11lust lleyer question IIis 
,yays. "T e are certain that all He does is the 
s,,,,eetest and 1110st loying thing that crrn be done. 
But, l\:ind Angel! replied Eùith, if I see ,vith 
lilY o""n e}'es that it is not loving, but yery cruel, 
as no\v ,,"ith Philip"s pains, ,vhat anI I to do 
then? 
l\Iy poor child! ans\vered the Angel, you 111Ust 
trust G.od rather than your eyes. If you botll 
sa,v and heard and touched a thing, it ,vonld not 
be one hundred thousandth part so certain as 
,,,,hat the Churcll teaches you alJout God. There 
is an Angel in heaven, ,,
hose name is 
IichaeJ, 
,rho is so strong that Ilis breatll ,vonld blo,v a 
thousand ,,,"orlds a,vay, and "","hose ,visdol11 is so 
great that it ,,,"QuId frighten you to see the least 
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little blaze of it. He sees deep into God; yet his 
eye is lost in a brilliant je-\velled darkness not a 
quarter of a quarter of the ,yay do\vn into the 
depths of God. There is another Angel ,vhose 
name is R3.phaeI, and ,vho loves nlen and 
'V0111en, boys and girls. ,vitil suell a ,vonderful 
love, that I do not think he could bear to stay in 
11eaven, if he did not think and kno,v tbat our 
dear Goc! was all burning ,vith love for men on 
earth. It is only one little spark of God's love 
of men ,vhieh has fnllen into Raph
el's spirit, 
and yet if Raphael spilled only one drop of his 
love of men upon the earth, I yerily ]Jelieye it 
,,,"ould burn the ".hole ,vorld up in less than a 
nlinute. Yet both :i\Iichael and Raphael totter 
and tremble ,vith fear, as they stand before God, 
and look into IIim. 
. Then the Angel tren1 bled, like a poplar tree 
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in the ,vind, and his countenance changed, and 
the harp ,vithin llim sounded over its vast sea, 
and Edith heard the ,vaves beat faster and 
louùer on the invisible shore. She listened In 
sil ence for a 'v hile, and then said, 
Blessed Angel! but I thought you ,vere nIl 
happy, and ho,v can you be happy if you fear so 
terribly? 
For a llloment it seenled 3S if the Angel could 
not speak, but the harp sounded louder than 
ever over the Bea., and the ,vaves beat on the 
invisible shore as if there ,vere a storm upon the 
sea. And the Angel said, 
Oh, Christian Child! there is no llappiness 
like the llappiness of exceedingly fearing God! 
o Edith! he continued, you little thinl\: ,vllat 
've see and hear in God up in lleaven! 'Ve see 
glorious resplendent lights flashing in Him, and 
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breaking in blazes of glory, as if ten tbousand 
suns .,vere rising, and ten thousand suns ,vere 
setting in Hin1: all at once. 'Ve call these the 
storms of divine ligllt, though they are not con- 
fused and violent like ,vhat you call storIns on 
earth. 'Velie on our faces before them, and 
almost die of happiness. Sometin1es ,ve 11ear 
thunders deep do,vn in the darkness of God, 
and then our harps all cease, and ,ve leave 
off singing, and ,ve gro,v very little, and sinl{ 
do,vn before God as if ,ve ,vere crushed, crushed 
,vith glory, and ,vith happiness. But ,rhen the 
divine thunder ceases, all heaven lifts itself up 
and the harps and the VOIces burst out in ne'v 
songs ,vhich they have learned in the thunder, 
so glorious and so loud, and ,vith such a very 
earthquake of grand ll1usic, that it is a ,yonder 
the stars do not fly like bees through the dark 
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b1 ue s1\:ies, and the nlountains of the earth leap 
into the green sea. Sonletimes ,ve feel God 
touchiilg us, and I cannot tell you ,vhat it is 
like. The great seas, ,vhich ,ve have in us 
iuatead of hearts, tingle all through, and the 
,vaves cease to beat upon the shore, and the harp 
sinks do,vn into the deep, and there comes suell 
a caIrn, such a silver caIln, throbbing, throbbing, 
throbbing in the deeps, that the sea drinks in all 
our light, and a beautiful night, a beautiful dark- 
ness, C0111eS over our spirits; and if you could 
loolc into hetLven at that 11lonlent, you ,vonld see 
the grand po,ver of God all stretched out ,vith 
great bands rounel the spirits of the nlightiest 
Angels to prevent their brea1dng, and spilling 
their seas, 
nd dying of unspeakable blessedness, 
because of this little gentle tonell of the dear 
God. 
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Edith crouched do,vn as the Angel spoke. She 
did not understand half he 
nÜL But she felt 
herself gro\ving very little, so that she thought 
she should .almost disappear }nto nothing. In- 
deed I think she ,vas dying, but the Angel put 
his hand into the sea ,vithin hiln, and slJrinkled a 
fe\v drops upon her, as if he had been sprinkling 
holy ,vater, and she revived. 
Then the angel ,vhispered sonlething to her; 
and she rose, and ,vent to her nlother, and asked 
if she might put her bonnet on, and go to Father 
l->aul, and ask hinl to come into the chapel, and 
hear her confession. In the chapel the Angel 
helped bel" to exanline her conscience. She ,vas 
a long time in the confessional, and ,vhen slle 
and Father Paul can1e out, if any persons had 
been in the chapel, they lnight have perceived 
that both the old priest and the little girl had 
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been ,veeping. But certainly they ,vere not 
tears of sadness. 
She rernained in the chapel to do her penance, 
and to thanIc Jesus for lIis Precious blood, In 
that s,veet Sacran1ent of Confession. 
Then tIle Angel l
cl her to Philip's room. 
Neither her nlotller nor the nurse ,vere there; 
for S0111e sleeping ll1edicine had been given to 
Philip, and they }cne"T they could safely leave 
hin1 for a ,vhile. Round his little bed ,vere 
chintz curtains, lined ,vitI1 pink calico. Her 
lllalTIlll::t liked to deceive herself in this ""ay, 
and Philip certainly lool{ed less pale, ,vhen the 
pinl( flusll of the curtains fell upon his ,van 
and interesting face. The Angel parted the 
curtains, and told Edith to con1e and look. 
She dre,v near, but suddenly started, and fell 
upon her knees, and said, 0 nlerciful God! ,vhat 
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IS this? For instead Qf Philip she sa,v the 
Infant Jesus in the bed, ,yith a crov,"n of tllorns 
on His Head, and a rosy ,yound in one of His 
tiny hands, which lay outside the bed-clothes; 
the other hand ,vas under I-lis Head, so she 
could not see it. She ttembled allover, and 

egal1 to ,veep s'w'eet tears. And the Angel 
looked at ber, and snliled, and disappeared. 
That night there was a very higll ,vind. The 
llouse seen1ed to rocl
 like a cradle. Several 
large trees ,vere blo,vn do,vn. The rooks in the 
rookery 'v ere blo,vn out of their nests, like stones 
hurled from a sling, and they ca,ved and 
cianloured dismally, ,vhich "'ItS a strange sound 
in the darl\: night. Edith rose, and crept to her 
Inother's roon1: but ller nlother ,vas not there. 
But she sa,v the door of Philip's room ajar, and 
she peeped in, and her mother ,vas sitting on 
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a lo\v sofa, ,,,,ith the dead body of Pllilip across 
ller knee. Poor Edith! she ran up and thre\v 
llerself up3n her little brother, and cried as if her 
11eart ,vould break. Then the nurse tool{ her by 
the hanl, and led her to her room, anù one of 
the servants caIne and sate by her bed-side. 
Edith cried llerself to sleep; and ,vhen she 
slept, she dreanlecl. She dreanled that she ,vas 
in Philip's room, and on the lo\v green sofa sate 
our Dlessed Lady, ,vith the dead Body of the 
crucified Jesus on her lap, and Philip's Guardian 

-\ngel stood near, and ,vas playing a s\veet song 
to God upon his Ilarp. And on the bed ,vas a 
slllall ,,,,hite coffin, in ,vhich Philip ,vas lying, 
strc,vn over ,vitil flo\yers; and as he lay in his 
coffin, he did not look like a boy, but like the 
,yhitest of ,vhite angels, ,vith his ,vings folded by 
his side. Then she sa,v heaven open; and 
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she Sâ'V the living Jesus on I-lis throne, ,yith 
IIis 
Iother near IIim on her throne, and she 
exclaÏIl1ed, T\vo Christs, t\yO l\laries, t\\"o Philips! 
for Philip also ,vas there. She ,vas puzzled 
,,,hethel" earth ,vas in heaven, or heayen upon 
eartb. Ah! this is al,vays the puzzle of loving 
and believing hearts, eyen ,vhen they are gro,vn 
up! 
Jesus ,vas senùing millions of angels to souls 
on earth that ,vere in sorro,v, or in ,vant, or in 
sin. lIe gaye the Angels graces to give then}, and 
Edith sa\v that the graces came out of Philip's 
pains, ,vhich rose and fell with a s,veet splash- 
ing murn1ur, like a fountain, just before the 
throne of Jesus. \Vhen the Angels had gone 
OlU" Lord filled both His hands fron1 the foun- 
tain, and sprinkleq. the ,vater upon the earth, 
and it fell allover, into heathen lands as \yell 
Jo 
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as Christian, and ,vherever it fell, some child got 
baptism, ,vho ,vouId not else llave got it. So 
they got it througll Philip's pains. Then Edith 
looked up into our Lady's face, and behold! on 
our Lady's lap lay Philip, as if lIe ,vere a 'VOll- 
derful darl\: blue hyacinth. It ,vas a hyacinth, 
yet someho,v she kne,v it ,vas Philip, and our 
Lord leaned over His l\Iother, and smelled at 
the s,veetl1ess of the hyacinth, and smiled as if 
it pleased Him exceedingly. And Edith looked 
up into the Face of Jesus, and behold! it ,vas dO 
beautiful that it a,vol\:e her. 
Then Editll remembered the chall{ pit in the 
beecll ,vood, and 110'V she had said to Philip, 
prophecying true prophecies ,vithout kno,ying it, 
as ,ve so often do,-that God neyer plucked 
flo,vers unless. lIe ,vanted them, never plucked .. 
them only to fling them a,vay! 
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lIo,,
 n1errily the birds sing! !{o",. '\\"ildly the 
fishes jUU1p in the clear blacl\: river! Ho,v 
happny the flo,yers nod their heads, as if approv- 
ingly! Ho,v blithely the clouds in the blue sky 
play at hare anel hounds ,vith each other! 110'''" 
pleasantly the sea sn1acks his great foanling lips 
on the sloping sanel! 110'''" slyly the sunbeams 
peep through the green leaves, and "run like 
lizards d01rn the bark of the trees, and jump 
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into the eJes of children and sparkle there! 
Ho,v the co",.s lie do,vn on the soft grass, and 
Joolc so ,yonderfully contented, that ,ve cannot 
help laughing at them! No ,yonder the girls on 
the village green are sIngIng. The beautiful 
evening has got into their heads, and lllade theln 
dance on the green, as the gnats are dancing in 
the air. The very gnats bl

v their trulllpets, 
like the proud boys in the village band, because 
they are so self-satisfied. Nature al,v\LYs looks 
Dl0St pleased ,vitll llerself in the evening. 
All this lllade Rosamond fro,vn, fiS she sat 
by herself on the common. The golden gorse 
sn1elledlike pine-apples, or apricots, or nectarines, 
she could not tell ,vhich. But even the s,veet 
smell n1ade her cross. Rosanlond ,vas not a 
nice child. But, like all children, she only 
wanted a very little to make her nice. If we 
eI 
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could have got into her l1eart, ,ve should have 
seen that it ,vas not quite the right sllape. It 
,vas deep enough; l)ut too nalTo"" at the bottom. 
'Ve should have seen a black streal\: also running 
across it. She ,,,,as n n1elancholy child. 
lIeI' father had lJeen a soldier, and had spent 
most of his life in foreign lands. Her mother 
,vas alnlost al".ays ,vith him. So Rosamond had 
been put to hoard at a school, ,vhen she ,vas too 
young to have left the shelter of hOll1e. She 
harùly remenlbered her father and n10ther; nnd 
now they ,vere both deaù. K obody had ever 
loyed Rosamond, and Rosamond had neyer loyed 
anybody.. 
I ,vas very ''''rong to say that; for God loyed 
her n10st tenderly; and her Guardian Angel 
loyed her also, as our tale ,,
ill sho,v.. Indeell 
her Guardian Angel ""as the only creature ,vho 
5 
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could. ever ]\:eep his tenlper ,vith her. She bad 
once had a little dog, and he used to ,vag his tail, 
and frisl{ round her, and feteh sticks and 
stones to her. But slle ,vas so snappish ,vith 
hiln, that he gave it all up as useless, and took 
to getting into a corner, out of her ,ya'y, and 
sleeping all the day long. It al,vays tells ,veIl 
for children, ,yhen anin1als are fond of thenl. 
Have you begun already to hate little Ros3.- 
1110nd ? "Tell then, you are just doing ,vhat her 
good Angel did not do. Yon ,viII be lucky if 
your Angel does for you ,vhat Rosanlond's 
Angel did for her. 
o ho,v those sea-birds are sllrieking round the 
sllip, nnd ho,v colù and gray the dreadful ,vater 
1001\:s, and the sun has set in horrible blae]\: 
clouds ,,,,ith edges as if they had been stained ,vith 
blood! Thulllp COllIe the great ,vaves against 
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the side of the ship. The ,yind ,,'"ails ,,,,ith pite- 
ous shrill cries among the ropes, as if they '''"ere 
nlurdering babies up at the top of the masts. 
l\Iutter, ll11lÍter, mutter, gro,vls the distant thun- 
der. "Tash, wash, ,,'"ash, sounds the ship as it 
staggers among the great, cold, lead-coloured 
billo,vs. 
Poor Rosamond! her cousins ""ere tired enough 
of the disagreeable orphan; and so they had 
shipped her off to an aunt ill Australia, ,vith- 
out any notice but the letter ,vhich ,,,"ent by 
the same ship. They 11ad put her under the 
care of the captain. It ,yas an unnlerciful thing 
to do, and they ,vill never have a blessing again 
as long as tlley live. Nevertheless they did it. 
\Vhen n1en are impatient ,,'"itll children, it is 
extren1ely displeasing to the Angels; and the 
best thing that can happen to a man ,,,,hen he 



GO TIlE 1IEL
CIIOLY IIEART. 


lIas offended the Angels is either to make peace 
,vi th then1, or to lie do,,"n and die; for no good 
comes of a nlan ,vho is not friends \vith the 
Angels. Do not think it strange if I say, that 
the dear Angels sOllletin1es remind us of those 
glorious great dogs, ,vho are so rough ,yith n1en 
and so gentle ,yith children. 
POOT' Rosamond! the lllischief about 11er ,vas 
not so n1ucll ill- tenlper, as melanclloly. She ""as 
ill-tempered certainly, but then it ,vas her 
nlelancholy that nlade her so.. She al\vays 
looked at the darl{ side of every thing. And she 
not only looked at it, but she liked it best. She 
could not bear the bright side of things. But 
then nobody had ever said a kind ,vorù to her, 
and very fe"T had ever clone ller a kind action. 
Besides ,vhich she ,vas an extrelne]y ugly child. 
N a ,yonder then that sbe ,vas silent and sullen. 
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"Then the ship ,vent do,v11, there rose a terrific 
cry to the ear of God from off the bosolll of 
those ll1addened ,vaters. It ,,"as a l
illd of 
prayer, for all n1isery is a prayer in the ear of 
our Heavenly Father; and I-lis 111ercy fol1o,,"ed to 
the bottonl of the sea those ,vho sank there 
that ,vild and stornlY night. Rosamond floated 
on the top of the dark ,vaves, as if her 1vhite 
froclr ,vhich "'as snread out on the ,vaters held 
.L 
her up. I ,vas going to say that she ,vas thou- 
sands of InilèS a,vay from hOl1le, but alas! she 
had no horne in all the ,vide ,vorid. it child, to 
,,,,holn no one is kind, can have no real home, 
though she luay live in ever so grand a house, 
and have plenty of brothers and sisters. But 
there she ,vas on the cruel sea, thousands of 
uliles from any land, bel" frock ll1aking a ,vhite 

peck on the ,vater, and the savage ,vind roaring 
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fearfully all round her, as if it 11ad room and 
tin1e to get up its strength, ,vhen it had thou- 
sands of n1iles of sea to flo,v over ,vithout being 
interrupted by any n10untains or trees. 
:Thlost little girls in England ,vere safe in their 
quiet beds that night sleeping s\ve
t s1eep, or 
dreaming heavenly dreams; and smiles and 
kisses, and endless dear little joys, ,viII meet them 
,vl1en they ,vake. lIo\v little they thought of 
that ,vhite specl( on the storrny ocean. Those 
,vhom she had left in the boarding school,-ho,v 
little they thought of it! Even in tlleir drean1s, 
they dreamed of nothing half so strange as 
Rosamond on the bosom of the deep. But hI 
reality all children, to whom nobody is kind, 
are quite as desolate as she ,vas, even in the 
111idd] e of London, ,vith n1iles of !louses all round 
thenl, and strean1S of carrIages and floods of 
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n1en. It is \vorse than death to ha\re no one to 
be kind to us; and ,re ourselves are never so 
unlike God, as \vhen ,ye are unkind. 0 that 
all children had the grace never to be unkind 
to other children, especially to orphans! 
Some children are exceedingly quick at under- 
standing things. They can take hints even 11lore 
speedily than gro,vn-up persons. They seem to 
understand by their feelings, rather than by tl1eir 
heads. These sensitive clever children may do 
great things for God ,vhen they grow up. But 
they run a great risk of not being good. They 
are very likely to be unhappy children, and to 
gro,v up \vith their tempers soured, and their 
hearts gloomy. It is a very dangerous thing to 
be sensitive. I t is not a fault, because God 
Dlakes SOllIe persons 1110re sensitive than others. 
Sensitive people are also capable of greater 
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graces tllan others. The saints ,yere for the 
1110St part exceedingly sensitive. But neyerthe.. 
less it is dangerous, because it is so easy for 
sensitive persons to go "'Tong 'v hen they are 
children, and to go ,vrong in a ,yay 'v hich ,,,ill 
affect their ,vhole future life. 
K o,v I ,vill tell you ho\v it ,vas that Rosamond 
began to go ,vrong. I think: YOlt ,viII learn a 
great deal from it. I ,viII tell it you as lIeI' good 
Angel sa,v it, and understood it. 
Before her relations sent 11er so llnl{indly to 
school, ,vhen she ,vas far too young to have gone, 
she llaù often felt that their house ,vas not 
exactly a home. She had got an idea, froln 
11earing story-books read, of \vhat a n10ther ,vas 
like, and longed to have one. She made pictures 
in her lllind of her o,vn mother, 'VhOlll she could 
llot remen1ber: and then she fell in love ,vith 
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her o"
n pictures; and \Vllell she ,vas by herself 
of a night, she usecl to cry over these pictures, 
ancl ,visIl she bad a mother. In her thoughts 
she paintecl her mother as a yery po,verful, beau- 
tiful, and most kind fairy, far s\veeter than any 
fairy that ever danced by moonlight on the grass. 
Do you think she ll1acle the picture too hright ? 
011 no! JOu kno,v ,veIl enough that a real 1110ther 
is far, far better than any fairy, even if there 
,vere any fairies, and if they ,vere all that in our 
fancy ,ve could imagine then1. 
"Then chilùren begin to n1ake pictures in their 
lllinds, they soon take to dreaming their time 
3,yay. Then they get idle ancl negligent, and 
after that disobeclient, ancl then ill-tempered. 
011 that dreaming! ,,,,hat an evil it is! It looks 
such a little fault, ancl is the mother of such great 
ones. So quick to gro\v, so artful to hide itself, 
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SO slo"r in being eureel! Dream ing leads a child 
all "?rong, and n1ucll further "
rong than 'ye 
should have thoug11t possible. So it ,vas ,vitIl 
poor Rosamond. She felt also n10st keenly 
anel acut
ly the llnkindness of her ré"1ations. 
Little looks, and ,vords, and gestures, anel tones 
of voice, and unkind smiles, ,vent to her heart 
like the stabbings of a penknife. But she ,vas 
too proud to cry, at least in their presence. Nay, 
she often imagined neglects and unkindnesses 
,,,hen none were inteneled. 
She }{new that all this ,vas exceedingly wrong; 
and ,vhen they at last spoke of sending her to 
school, she made a good resolution that she 
,voulel be quite different there. Indeed, the night 
before slle \vent, slle knelt do,vn by ller bedside 
in the dark, and promised Goel that she ,vould 
be quite ellanged at selloo!. Poor little Rosa.. 
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nlol1d! I fear she trusted too much to her o"
n 
strength, and that in lier prayer she ,vas not 
quite so humble with Goel as she ought to have 
'been. Ho,yever she maele this resolution, and 
determineel to keep it. 
'Vhen she arrived at school with her eldest 
cousin, who ,vas quite an old lady, she found 
another little girl ,vith her n10ther in the parlour. 
From her cap the mother seemed to be a ,vido,v, 
anel her face ,,,,as very pale, although it ,,"as also 
very beautiful, and she ,vas evidently in great 
grief. 'Vhen ller cousin rose to go a,vay, poor 
Rosamollel felt a l{ind of love for bel" rise in her 
heart, anel she ran to her, anel thre'v bel" little 
arn1S rounel her, and looked up into her face as if 
she wanteel to be kisseel. Her cousin stoopeel 
coldly down, anel kissed her ,vith the slightest 
possible kiss on the forehead, anel managed so 



68 TIlE :\IELA...,CIIOLY IIE
\.RT. 
. 


that Rosan1ond's lips should not touch ller face 
ancl l
iss her. 
There no,v, nlY child, be good, said the o]d. 
lady, and give your l1listress less trouble than 
you have given file, and then IJerhaps I shall 
llave you home at the holidays. 
These unkind "yords she said in the presence 
of the ,viùo,v lady and her little girl. rrhe little 
girl seenled alarmed ancl astonished, and looked 
at Rosanlond as if she ,vas a kind of 
yild anÎtnal. 
As tbe 11listress ,vas Ilot in the rOOIn, Rosa- 
mond remained sitting there. I believe if she 
l1ad burst out crying, sIle ,vonId have gaineù the 
love and pity of the "\vido,v lady and ller little 
girl. But Rosamond had got the habit of not 
crJ'"Ïng before others. 
Soon after\vards the ,vido,v lady rose to go 
a,vay, and rang for tIle mistress. The parting 
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bet,veell the motller and the little girl ,vas Illost 
affec
ing. Rosan1onù had never seen anything 
,like it, even in the pictures she had inlagined in 
her o\vn minel. It seemeel as if both the bearts 
of mother and child ,,,,"auld be broken. They 
bade good bye t\venty times over. Their kisses 
,vere the longest kisses Rosamond had eyer seen. 
They called each other by all n1anner of s,veet 
names. Rosanlond ,vondered that the mother 
did not tell her child to be good. But ,vhat she 
,yondered at most of all, ,vas that they did not 
seem to care about crying before the mistress. 
Poor Rosamond! her heart inside her burned 
painfully, like a reel hot coal. 
The lllistress then took both the children into an 
orchard, ,vhere the rest of the girls \vere playing, 
and after she had introduced then1 to their ne,v 
conlpallions, she left them. The little girl ,y 110 
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llad just parted with her mother, began to cry 
again. 'Vhereupon all the girls got round her, 
and petted her. One kissed the tears a""üy out 
of ller eyes. Another smoothed her hair. An- 
other patted her cheek. Then one of the big 
girls sat do,VIl on a garden chair, and tool{ the 
little child on bel" l\:nee, and gave her kandker- 
chief to one of the others, \vho ran and dipped it 
in the cold ,vater of the fountain, and came and 
bathed her hot face ,vitIl it. After that, they 
tried to coax her to play, and pelted her ,vith 
rose-leaves, and as soon as they llad made her 
smile, they set IIp a loud shout of joy, and ran 
and kissed her, so that vou ,vonld have almost 
'" 
thought she ,yould have been kissed a,vay. 
l\Iean,vhile Rosalnond ,vas standing apart 
under a quince tree, and llad hardly been noti.. 
cede But a brigllt 11appy-faced girl, ,vllose eyes 
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,,,,ere full of innocent nlischief and fun, ran up to 
ller ancl said, 'Vhy you have not been cl"Jing. I 
declare you llave parted ,vitb your dear n10ther 
,vithout a tear-you cold little creature! And, 
as she said this, she thre,v a handful of rose. 
leaves into her face. 
No,v it so happened that ROSalTIOnd ,vas 
intensely ,vretched at that mon1ent, far Inore 
,vretched than any tears could have tolcl. The 
little girl, who ,vas crying, ,vas as happy as an 
Angel in heaven compared ,vitll Rosamonù. Ro- 
san10nd ,vas envying those very tears. She ,vas 
drean1ing over again that scene ,vitll the ,vido,v- 
mother in the parlour. She was almost rebelling 
against God, because she had no mother herself:. 
So she lost her ten1per, and pushed the little girl 
,vho had thro,vn the rose-leaves at her. She 
pushed her very rudely, so that the little girl, 
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,,,,hose name ,vas .L\gatlla, fell over a root of tIle 
quince-tree, ,vhicll stucI\: up througIl the grass, 
and llurt llel" forehead llpon it, anel made it 
bleed. Agatha imlnediately began to cry ; and 
as she ,vas an in1mense favourite ,-ritll the 
other girls, they all got round ller in a moment, 
soothing anù consoling her in every ,,?ay, anù 
looking very angrily at Rosamond. 
No,v Rosamond ,vas nearly heart-broI\:en at 
,vhat she had done; and after a fe,v monlents' 
struggle \vith ller pride, ,vent up to Agatha to 
· beg her pardon, and to asl\: her to kiss her. But 
just 
s she ,vas going to speak, one of the other 
girls puslled ller a,vay, and said, No ! you naughty 
thing, you sllall not llurt our drtrling Agatha any 
lnore. 


So Rosan1ond turned a,y'1Y and ,vent to 
another part of the orcllard. 
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Then the little child, \vho hacl just partecl \",ith 
her mother, told the girls in a ,yhisper the 
dreadful ,yords that Rosan10nd's cousin said to 
her ,vhen she ,vent a,vay. No\v they all supposed 
this cousin to be Rosaulond's lllother. So they 
took a great dislike to her, and kept a,vay fronl 
her; and though they did not do anything posi- 
tively ,vrong to her, they nlade her very miser- 
able by not loving her; and she had no n1eans of 
I\:eeping the good resolution she had lllade. Thus 
things got ,,,"orse and ,vorse, until the ll1istress 
,vrote to the poor child's cousin, and said that 
811e could not keep such a sulky, gloon1Y girl 
any longer. It ,vas soon after,,'"arcls that they 
sent l1e1" to Australia. 
I could say a great de'al to JOu about all this. 
You see ho\v Rosan1ond ,vished to be good, and 
luade a trial to be good, and Jet did not succeed. 
6 
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1'" ou also see 110\V it ,,,,as her o\vn fault. ""'hen 
she Inade her resolution to God, she did not aslr 
Ilim to give her grace to keep it: ,,,,,hen .A.gatha 
thre\v the rose-leaves at her, she should not have 
lost her ten1per; ,vhen the girl tolcl her not to go 
near Agatha, thougll in reality she ,,"as going 
to beg her pardon, she should have carried her 
Ilun1ility a little further, and said that she ,vas 
only going to beg Agatha's pardon. 
You see also ho,v the other girls ,vere in the 
'''Tong. They should not have judged Ilosau1onù 
for not crying ,vhen her cousin 10ft her. They 
judgecl her on a n1istake; for they fancied her 
cousin ,vas her nlother, and you J\:110\V they ,vere 
quite ',,"rong. . They ,vere in fault also for not 
giving her another trial: It ,vould go very hard 
,vith then], if God only gave then1 a single trial. 
...\las! our dear heavenly Father gives us t,venty 
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trials in a day; 
nd the Inore trials "\ye are 
patient and kind enough to give other people, the 
n10re trials I-Ie ,vill n1ercifull y give to us. 
You see also of ,,,,hat great inlportance little 
things often are, even ,vhen ,ve are children, 
and ho\v much po,ver, both for good and evil, ,ve 
llave over earll other
s souls. It is rather fright- 
ening to think of this. But there is one grand 
rule, ,,,,hich ,viII keep us safely ,vherev"er ,ve go 
and ,vhatever 've do-and that is al\vays to be 
kind to everybody. And ,vhy should ,\Te eyer 
be llnkind, ,vhen ,ve remen1ber ho,v delightful it 
is to be kind, more delightful even than a 
mother's kiss, ,vhich, after In any, In any orphan 
Jears, I remember still. 
But ,ve must really return to our story, for \ve 
left poor Rosamond floating like a ,yhite speck 
on the black and stornlY sea. The huge ,vaves 
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rose far above her head, and curled over, and 
seemed every 11101nent as if they ,vould fall upon 
. ller, and sinl\: her to the bottoln. 'Ihe ,yind and 
the thunder roared against earll other. The 
'va'Ves clashed angrily ,,,,ith a hissing ,,,,atery 
sound. The lightnings, red and blue, split the 
darl( clouds, and alnlost blinded her. And she 
fancied she sa,,,, sea 111011sters in the ,vater round 
ller, ,,,,ith their backs glistening for the nlO1l1ent 
,vhen the lightning blazed. 
}{osan1ond ,vas afraid. You ,viII not ,vander 
at that. The ,vonderful thing in reality ,vas, 
that this ,vas the first tin1e in her life that she 
ever had been afraid. Probably ,ve ,,,,ere afraid 
for the first tinIe, ,vben ,ve ,vere so young, that 
,ve cannot relnenlber no,v ,,,,hat it felt like. But 
if ,ve could have seen the inside of our souls just 
theu, \"e should llave seen that nothing that can 
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ever happen to us in after-life, ,yill change us so 
nlueIl as our first fear. It changed Rosalllond. 
She had often said her prayers before, and she 
lllade a very short pra.yer no,v. But there ,vas 
something in it, and she felt there ,vas, quite 
ùifferent from any other prayer ,vhiell she had 
ever 111ade before. She had no sooner 111ade it,. 
than her fear passed a,vay, and she ,vas as 
quiet on the tossing blacl\: ,vaters, as she had 
. 
ever been on the soft sandy grass of her o,vn 
sea-side common, through ,vhich the silent river 
founel its ,yay into the sea. 
Suddenly by her side a beautiful Angel seated 
hinlseIf. lIe had in his hand a branch of a 
curious tree. Its leaves ,,,,ere very green, and 
the s,veet sUleIl of them aln10st took her breath 


a,vaJ'. 
Rosamond! my sister! I alU ,vith J"OU, said 
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the Angel. You must come ,vith TIle. And he 
touched her eyes, and nose, and TIlouth, and 
ears, ,vith the s,,"'eet-sillelling green leaves, and 
it seemed as if her breath ,vent out of her. 
Then, taking hold of her hand, he dre,v her 
do,vn ,vith hiu1 llnder the ,vaters. They sanl\: 
very gently until they reached the botton1 of the 
sea. 
There ,vas no storn1 there. But there ,vas 
a quiet golden green light, ,v11ich Rosanlonù 
thought must COIlle froIl1 the r\.ngel; but she did 
110t l
no'v. It ,vas a beautiful place. rfall trees 
grc,v there, anù ,vaveù gracefully about in the 
,vater. S0111e of the trees ,vere green, SOUle blue, 
S0111e bright Jello,v, and SOlne of the Dlost deli- 
cate rose-colour. nut the greatest nUlnber ,yero 
of different shades of very glossy bro,vn. 8001(' 
of the trees llad no leaves, but only t,vigs, like 
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the trees on land in ,,,,inter, ,,,"hile others had 
lea\Tes like ribbons, broad or narro"T. Somp of 
the trees ,vere ll10re than a luile high, and their 
leaves fifty yards long. rrhen there ,vere rose- 
coloured shrubs lo,v do\vn, and rose-coloureù 
gt.àSS to sit upon; and beautiful anhna1s S\Vanl 
in and out fill10ng these under-,vater ,voods, and 
others rested on the branches. 
They sat do,vn on the rose-co1oureù grass, and 
the Angel toolc Rosamond's hand, and spoke to 
her. 
I nnl your Guardian Angel, ll1Y darling 
little sister. Goù lIãS sent 111e frolll heaven to 
be a1,vays by your side all through Jour life, 
anJ to do you all the good you ,viII let llle do 
you. 
.. 


IIave JOil left the grand IIeaven, said TIosa- 
ulond, to be ,vith such a nlclancho1y girl as I 
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an1? Eyerybody dislikes me, and I an1 afraid 
that I dislike everybody no,v.. 
Saying this, Rosan10nd began to cry. 
The l\.ngel ans,vered, Yes, dearest! I have left 
IIeaven for your sake; but I am never nlelan... 
choly. I cannot be nlelancholy, because I al,,"a.ys 
see God, and the sight of God is in itself the 
heaven of heavens. 
Do you see God in these green ,vaters? said 
TIosan1onc1, trembling. 
Y es! said the Angel. 
nut I see nothing, replied llosan10nd, except 
these ,,"onderful trees, and shining fishes. 0 
110'V beautiful they are! 
Yes! Rosanlond, said the Angel; but God does 
not tllinl\: then1 so beautiful as 
your soul. 
O! God cannot thinl\: Iny soul beautiful, it is 
so naughty and sulky. The servant at school 
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used to say that sl1e ,vas sure my soul ,vas as 
black as a coal. 
Ah! Rosamond! but God thinks it very beau.. 
tiful, although it is naughty. lIe loves you so 
tenderly, that ,ye Angels, if ,ve did not under- 
. 
stand God better, might think He did not kno,v 
all about you, He seenlS to love you so muc}1 
better than you deserve. 
Angel! do you love- me ? 
Yes! Rosamoncl! I love YOll most tenderly, 
and I al,vays love you, and it fills n1e full of joy 
to be near you. 
To be near me! said Rosan1onc1 in an13zenlent: 
,,
hy, the girls at school used to say they should 
love me best ",
hen I ,yas a hundred ll1iles off. 
Then Rosamond began to cry; and ,vhile her 
tears 'vere very bitter, they ,vere also very s,yeet.- 
She hardly kne,v ,vhy slle ,vept; but, as she 
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,yept, she seell1ed to be ,yeelJing her old heart out 
of her; and it seen1ed as if the golden light of 
the Angel ,vent int9 her, and began turning itself 
into a ne,v heart for her. I thin1\: it ,Y:lS being 
spoken l\:indly to ,yhicll n1ade her cry, because 
she had never been llsed to it. By the time she 
had done ,veeping, all her old lleart ,yas gone, 
and all Iler new heart ,vas come: and the deep 
green sea, as it s,yung to and fro, seemed to ,yipe 
Iler eyes for her, as gently as if it ,vas a mother. 
"Then she had done ,veeping, she said, 0 dear 
-..t\ngel! I have got a ne,v lleart. 
And the Angel laughed, and his laugll sounded 
like llunclrecls of little silyer bells, and it ulade 
her 1110re 111erry and gay than she had eyer 
been before in her life, and at the sanle tÏ1ne so 
gentle and soft, that it scenled to I1cr as if she 
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could botll laugll anù cry at the saIne tinle, and 
not kno,v ,vhich of the t\""O ,vas the happiest. 
Rosan1ond! said the Angel, it is true you 
llave got a ne"" heart; but I think you have got 
ne,v eyes as ,ve II. 
And Rosamond looked about her, and bel10lcl ! 
all things ,vere changed! Eyerything seen1ed 
full of love and happiness, and in son1e strange 
,yay she sa,v that all the love and happiness came 
fronl God. There ""as a happy look of love in 
the fishes' eyes, ,vhich she had not perceived 
before. 'Yhen they ,vaved their tails ::tbout, she 
Sft\V, as plainly 3,S if their tails spoke, that it 
,yas all quiet happiness. 
She sa \V that the old sea s,vung to and fro, 
as if it could not keep itself still, becn use it ,vas 
so full of joy. The dUll1b, ,vet, silvery life of 
the fishes seelned very strange to her, and she 
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sa\v ho,v silent people could be full of happiness, 
,vllereas hitherto, "","hen she had been silent, 
she had al,,"ays been sulky. The very light out 
of the Angel ,vas happiness, and joy, and God's 
presence. 
This ,vas Rosamond's first lesson. It ,vas 
a grand scllool, though rather a funny one, 
that curious bottoln of the huge sea. I tllink 
on the ,,,,hole, that ,vhat astonished her Inost 
,vas, that creatures should be so happy, ,,,,,hen 
they could not n1ake a noise. To be sure, tIle 
fishes made a sort of chuck when they tooI
 . 
in a n10uthful of ,vater, and the oysters every 
now and then clapped tlleir shells, as if they 
had some s,veet thought all on [L sudden. I do 
not ,vonder this astonished her; for I have never 
yet lJeen able to luake out n1yself, ,,,,hether a 
noisy cllild or a silent child is the happiest. 
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l\Iorning ,vas rising over the great "Toods. 
Rosamond and her Angel ,,,,ere living in the air. 
They had risen up out of the sea 'Vhen she 
,vas tired, she could sit do,vn on the air, and rest, 
as if it ,vas a good stout cushion. It ,vould 
aln10st have ll1ade you ,vild with joy, if you could 
have heard ho,v the ,vood rang ,,
ith the songs of 
the birds, as the sun rose that morning. She sa,v 
that birds ,,,,ere among the animals, "'hat Angels 
are anlong spirits, ]Jright, hot, joyous things. She 
sa,v ho,v ,yonderfully quick their hearts beat, and 
110'V hot their blood is, and that the hotter their 
llearts are, the softer are their feathers. Perhaps 
they are the ll10st joyous of animals, lJecause 
they are nearest heaven. Flying is a thing 
delicious in itself. Singing perhaps does not so 
much Inake them happy, as it saves their hearts 
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from bursting because tlley are too full of happi- 
ness. 
To say the truth, Rosamond thought the birds 
alnlost too joyous to be gentle. They ,vere 
sliglltly boisterous. Neither diù she think they 
,vere altogether so good-humoured as the fishes 
''''ere. For she llad observed at the botton) of 
the sea that even ,vhen the fisIles ate eacll other 
up, tIley did it in a l{indly, good-tempered sort of 
,yay. But ,vhat strucl
 her nlost anlong the birds 
,vas, that sIle ,vatched them as they fle,v, and she 
sa\v a silver hand round each of then}, the fingers 
closing round their velvety feathers, but not quite 
touching, only ready to rest them ,,,,hen they 
,,,,ere tired; and ,vhen they crossed the sea, she 
sa\v Angels llolding up the tips of their ,vings, 
lest they should fall. And she understood that 
the hand ,vas the IIand of their I-Ieavenly Father, 
.. 
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and then she did again, ,vhat she had learned to 
do at the botton1 of the sea, laughed and cried 
at the sanle tin1e. 
.... 
One night at the end of her bird-life, the 
Angel took her, as he often did, to sleep in a 
grand orange-coloured cloud in the 11lidst of the 
sunset. But this night she could not sleep, she 
,vanted to ask questions. 

Iy dear Angel, slle said, I :un astonished at 
the in1mense quantity of joyousness anlong the 
birds. "Thy does God fill the ,vorld ,vith so 
nluch happiness? 
God Himself, said the Angel, blessed be IIis 
I-Ioly Kanle! is uncreated, unbeginning happi- 
ness. He created the world to fill it ,vitIl flis 
O'Vll ha.ppiness; and fIe Incant those creatures 
to glorify Him 1110st, ,,,,ho should be the ha.ppi- 
est. lIe had nothing to gain by creating the 



88 TIlE 1tIELAJ.,CHOLY I-IEART. 


,vorld. It ,vas IIis excessive goodness ,vhich 
made Hin1 do it. There is only one thing in 
the ,varId, ,vhicll God never intended, and that 
is naughtiness; and ,vhere there is naughtiness, 
there is no happiness. 
But ho,v, said Rosamond, could anything get 
into the ,,,,orld, if God did not intend it; and 
if God did not intend naughtiness, 110'V can 
there be any naughtiness in the ,,,,orld? 
Because, replied the Angel, God sa,v that in 
order to be llappy ,ve must be free. 
This ans,ver made Rosamond think; it ,vas 
sOlne,,,,hat hard to understand, but it contented 
her. 
After a ,vhile she said, God seems to be very 
111uch in the ,yorld of birds. Perhaps this is the 
reason ,vhy the birds are a people 'Vll0 appear to 
be so much given to prayer. 
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Yes! said the Angel, the very chirping of the 
little ones in their nests is a sort of llappy, hUlll- 
ble, confidential intercourse ,vith God. 
O! cried Rosan1ond, ho,v dear is God! 
Times and places ""ere changed now. Rosa- 
mond and the Angel ,,"'ere living anlong the 
insects. This ,vas the most ,vonderful of the 
,vorlrls she had seen. It ,vas the least, and yet it 
,vas the strongest. I t could destroy the ,vorld of 
men, if God did not interfere to keep it do,vn. 
It strucI\: Rosamond, that the insects ""ere more 
social than the birds. For the most part they 
d,velt in nations and cities, ,,"ith l\:ings and 
queens, and enjoyed each other's company in the 
most cheerful manner, and talked endlessly, 
some ,vith tongues, SOlne by making their ,vings 
,vhirr and buzz, and son1e by tickling each 
7 
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other's faces ,vith long feelers or pliant horns. 
o they ,vere a merry lot! 
Yet someho,v it ,vas strange they ShOllld be 
so, because Inillions of them ,vere dying every 
moment. Every breatll of air that ble,v, every 
ùrop of rain that fell, every animal that passed 
by, killed multitudes of them. But they did 
not nlourn. Rosamond ,yould perhaps bave 
loved then1 better, if they llad nlourned. As 
it ,vas, they struck ller as bein! more merry 
tllan affectionate, and clever rather than kind. 
But they ,vere nligl1tily industrious, and it was 
this perhaps ,vhich 111ade then1 happy. Ho,v 
""'. 
very seldom a élever child is happy or s,yeet- 
tenlpered, unless he is industrious! But the 
love of God appeared more ,vonderful, and more 
ingenious, and more minute, among the bright 
insects, than among the fishes or the birds. 
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One day ,vhen Rosan10nd and the Angel had 
been. living for sonle time in a ,vasp's nest, and 
she had been adlniring the lovingness and unself- 
ishness of tIle ,vasps to each other, and ,vitII 
,vhat alacrity they ,vere all trJing to do each 
others' ,york, and lllake eacII other comfortable 
,vithout caring to be conlfortable then1selves, she 
said to the Angel, 
o dear Angel! ho,v full this ,vasp's nest is of 
the love and tenderness and joy of God. 
Yes, replied the Angel, He is every,vhere, 
because He is immense; but it is more ,vollderful 
to ll1e that He should every,vhere be lllal\:illg 
Himself so little, and stooping to I-lis little crea- 
tures, and filling all their tiny natures full to 
overflo,ving ,vith joy out of His great Self! 
o Angel! Ange]! cried Rosamond
 and ,ve 
men and ,vornen are kind to so fe,,,", and so often 
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unkind to tIle fe,v to ,v IIon1 ,ve really ,vish to be 
}\:ind ! 
ROSalTIOnd ,vept as she spoke, and then 
looked at the ,vasps, and snliled. But this time 
the laughing anù the crying did not go together. 
It ,vas noonday on the green plains of l"artary. 
Ros
n1ond ancl the Angel ,vere living alllong 
the beasts. She ,vas very nluch struc}, ,vith 
the beasts. She thought they each of theln 
llad characters, ,vhicll lnade theln so much 
11lore like nlen, than either the fishes, or the 
birds, or tIle insects ,vere. 'Vhat affected her 
1110st ,vas the love the nlothers had for their 


young. 
She found no unhappiness among the beasts, 
but there was a great deal of gentleness, \" llicll 
"almost amounted to sadness. It ,vas expressed in 
. tlleir deep voices. But, above all, she read it in 
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their eyes. To be sure, it was not quite so ,vith 
all of them. Some had a foolish look. The 
camel had an expression in its eye, ,vhicll made 
her laugh, because it looked as if the beast ,,"as 
going to make a joke, but ,yas puzzled ho,v to do 
it neatly. Also in some eyes there ,yas 3. laugh- 
ter-loving look of mischief; and son1e looked sly. 
But the eyes of the horses ,vere full of character, 
quite as mucll so as men's faces; and the eyes of 
the oxen ,vere tIle most beautiful things she had 
seen in nature, so full ,vere they of love, of quiet- 
ness; and of contentment. 
Still there ,vas a s"'"eet and softened gentle- 
ness in them all, as if they had had a human 
experience of life, and so left off frisking about 
the green plains. She thought their happiness 
a quiet happiness, like the happiness of a 
ll1an, ,vho, ,vhile he is happy in himself: is sor 
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ro,ving for others; and she thought that perhaps, 
as the beasts COlne next to nlan, they have a 
sort of synlpathy ,vith lliln, as ,veIl as obedience 
to 11Ï1n. On the ,vhole she considered that in this 
,,,"arId of beasts there ,vas great happiness, but 
nlore li:indness tllan happiness. They ,vere affec- 
tionate ratller than joyous. And she liked them 
better for it. Those eyes of the oxen helped on 
the change in her very nluch. 
She and the Angel sate in the dewy starlight 
in the n1idst of a herd of very snlall antelopes. 
The Angel said to 11er, J\Iy little sister, you haye 
been gro,ving very pensive, since you caIne to live 
aillong the beasts! 
She said, But my dear Angel! I aln not less 
happy. I am more happy, n)ore silently happy, 

}lOre deeply happy. ,AIl is love and all is joy; 
but tllere are so many kinds of love, so many 
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kinds of joy, I a.m be,vildered. One thing only 
do I see,-that on all God's earth there is nothing 
melancholy. 
Then the Angel said, Rosamond! \ye have done 
,vitIl earth. And he tool\: her by the lland, and 
. they rose up through the de,vy starlight, and 
they passed on to the distant stars, and left them 
behind, till the great round orbs, ,vhicll hac! 
gro,vn larger and. larger as they approached 
thein, no\y grew smaller and snlaller as they left 
them, a.nd then ,vent out of sight altogether. 
At last they canle to an imnlense purple cloud, 
and in one place there ,vas a faint cloudy light, 
such as the moon Inakes ill a nlist, and the Angel 
took her there and told her to look through. 
And she sa\v the ,yorld of Angels, a vast golden 
,vorld of light and song, but nlade softer and 
fainter to her through the thick mist. She sa,v 
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that no one in all that ,vorld bad ever kno,vn 
,vhat sadness ,vas. 'Vise as they ,vere
 they could 
not even tell ,vhat sadness ,vas like. They \vere 
so happy, that they ,,,"ould have been too happy to 
love anyone or to be l\:ind, if their bappiness bad 
not con1e frolll God, and therefore ,vas love as 
,veIl as llappiness. 
She sa,v into the inside of one Angel's spirit, 
but it was at a great distance, and she did 
not see very clearly_ But it seelned to her that 
tllere ,vas in tlUlt one spirit such oceans of 
11appiness, as ,vould have drov{ued a thousand 
,,,"orlds, if it could have been poured out over 
them. "Then she lutd looked for a long '\vhile, 
she turned a,vay, ,yeeping and not snliling, and 
said, It is too bright. I feel all b]acl( nlyself 
'v hile I lool, at it. 
,Th
p. the .t1l1gel sh
nved her a golden seat, be- 
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t\veen two glorious Angels, and he blew gently on 
the 111ist, and she saw plain, and her nanle ,vas 
,vritten on the chair, and she sa,v that, if she 
persevered in loving God, that ,vas to be her 
eternal home, and actually the dear Angels 
,vere rehearsing the songs they intended to sing, 
to ,velcome her \vl1en her hour should come. 
And she fell bacl{, saying, It is too much love: 
it is too n1uch happiness! 
. The quietness of n1idnight ,vas on J erusaleill. 
Above the moonlit city ,vas one cloud, ,vhich 
stood quite still, and cast a single spot of blacl{ 
shado\v on the ,,,,hite buildings. Sad mUSIC 
played high up in the air, and ,vhen it ended 
there ,vas a strange silence, a silence ,vhich might 
be felt and touched; at least it seen1ed so. Then 
the ,A,ngel fell upon his face on the cloud, and told 
her to do the same. She did so, and do\vn belo\v, 
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on the 
Iount of Olives and in Jerusalem, she 
sa,v beautiful 11uman-looking Angels acting the 
Passion of our dearest Lord. 'Vhat ,vas nlost 
,vonderful ,vas, that the Angels managed in eacll 
ll1ystery to sho,v the inside of our Lord's I-Ieart, 
as ,veIl as ,y hat He said;- alld
 
id, and suffered, 
out\vardly. 
- . 
But in all the IJ.1ysteries R'Osan1ond sa \v h
!"self 
- 
al\vays lying right in tIle 11liddle of the IIeart of 
Jesus, as if all lie suffered ,,"as only for her. 
0.. 
And she hid her face under the A
gel's 'VÏ11g, and 
said, 0 it is too Inuell l(iE
ness ! ). 
ly l
eart ,viII,. 
... 
break. 
 
And the Angell\:issed Ilel.:,' and s.aid,__ I\.:indne
s ...,""" 
bas n10re lleart in it tl1311 IUlppiness. 
. 
Then Rosamond said, 0 dear Angel! take ll1e 
back to life; for I see that l\.indness is God"s 
shado,v, great and broad, falling softly and 
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s,veetly over the ,,"hole ,,"orld. And no,v that 
I have seen that kindness of Jesus, I an1 dying 
to be l\:ind to SOine one. I do not care any 
longer for people being kind to me: I only want 
to be kind to them, to be kind al,,"ays, and to 
be lrind tq everybody. I can only be happy 
now by being kind. , /... 
" 
Y"ears passed a'v
. One autumnal evening 
the sun shone out goldenly and free over a green 
llill-side in Austrælia. It ,vas dotted ,vitll the 
strange stiff-leaved trees of that land, and sheep 
. 
,vitil sno,vy fleeces ,vere scattered over the slope. 
, , 

\ funeral Pl.ocession ,vas ,vinding along a road 
,vhich led to a little cenlétery, in the centre of 
... 
''fhich sto9d a Crucifix, and along the ,valls of 
" - 
,y hich ,vere painted at intervals the Stations of 
our Lord"s, Passion. The procession moved on 
sonle,vhat i
.regularly; for it ""as encumbered 


'--. 
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,vith a crowd, ,vhicll seemed to form almost the 
,vhole population of the little to,vn ,vhich lay just 
belo,v. The poor ,vere all there. Old lnen on 
sticks, ,,,,ho could hardly I{eep up ,vith the 
procession, slow as it ,vas, and 'VO 111 en, children, 
l"ough gro,vn-up shepherd lads, and stout labour.. 
ing n1en,-all ,vere there, most of then1 in tears, 
and all of them ,vitll the expression of deep 
sorro"\v on their faces. The priest hinlself ,vas 
,veeplng. 
It ,vas Rosan1ond's funeral. She had gro,vn 
up in Australia. She had soothed the declining 
:rears of her aunt, and bad inherited. 
ler fortune. 
She had remained unmarried, that she 111ight the 
better devote her life to acts of kindness. The 
more ungrateful anyone ,vas to her, the more 
l
ind she ,vas to hinl. She had died no,v, close 
upon a hundred years old, beloved, almost 
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worshipped, by all in the little to,vn. Large as 
her alms ,vere, it ,vas her kindness more than her 
alms that they thought of. The poor have 
delicate hearts, and none thirst for love so much 
as they. They ,vere now ca
rying to her grave 
her ,vhom they had affectionately nanled "The 
Kind Lady," the poor I
osanlond, the disagree- 
able child, to ,vholn no one but her Angel had 
been kind! 
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THE \\TEEPIKG ANGEL. 


AN Angel stood upon a ll1ountain-top, and he 


,vas 'reeplng. 
I-Ie 'YUS happiest ,,-hen he ,,"ept the most 
bitterly, and God \",as happy to see hin1 ,yeeping, 
and the ll1en ,,,,Ì1o sa,v hitn ,yeeping "'ere Inude 
happy by seeing it. 
The nlountain 'YUS yery high. It sa,v the sun 
on l)otll sides of it. One of the Ano-ers ,vino's 
o 0 


shone like silyer in the ,,"hite sun-rise, and the 
other ,vas a golden crin1son in the red sunset. 
Yet there 'Y3S a night there, as ,yell as a day, 
and SOll1etinles the Angel ,,,,ept ll10st by night, 
8 
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and sonletinles he ,,"ept BlOst by day. But he 
,vas al,vays ,veeping. 
The ,vhole earth lay belo,v, as if it ,,,,ere in 
t\VO vast plains sloping a,yay froll1 the nlountain. 
There ,vere the shining seas, spotted all oye!" 
,vith ships, and the ships seenled ll1agnified, and 
llad a ll1arvellous strong light upon thenl, l1luch 
stronger than the light that ,vas upon the seas. 
So the ranges of 1110untains on the earth, and 
the yello,v deserts "There no rain falls, and the 
iUlnlense forests ,vhere the noonday is dark ,vith 
greenness, and the ,vide plains ,vhere the ,vild 
]lorses roaul, and the t,vo huge icy ends of the 
eartll ,v}lere cold anù silence reign, seemed Bluch 
less in size, and less l)ronlinent, and ,yith less 
of a distinct light upon theIn, than the cities 
and villages ,vhere 1l1Cn d,velt. Indeed from 
the top of the Angers nlountain, all the objects 
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of nature looked very small, ,vhile on the 
contrary everything ,vbich had to do 1vith men 
looked yery large. 
It 'vas a wonderful sight to behold. In the 
early morning it seemed more ,vonderful; but 
then ,vhen evening came, the eyening seelned 
11lore ,vonderful than the nlornlng. At noon 
JOu ,yould haye thought it rnost full of life, 
but, if you had ,vaiteù till midnight you ,vould 
llave changed your mind, and thought there 
,,,,as n10st life then. Another strange thing 
about it ,vas that, although the sun and n100n 
and the great-eyed stars shone down upon the 
earth, ye
 the earth sent up n
ore light fronl 
itself than it received fro1l1 the sky; so that the 
Angel sa,v things rather by the light that callIe 
up from the landscape, than the light that shone 
dO'Vil upon it. It sec111cd studded ,yith stars 
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nlore thickly than the heavens are stre,vn ,vitIl 
then1 on the clearest night, anù they had a 
s,veeter light. These earth.,stars ,vere the thou- 
sands of tabernacles ,vhere the Blessed Sacra- 
Inent reposes. It ,vas an exceedingly beautiful 
sight, that outstretched slol)ing earth; and yet 
the Angel ,vept, and ,yept, and ,\.ept, all110st 
ince3san tl y. 
"1"hy did he ,veep? IIappy tears! An Angel's 
tears n1ust be all joys. rrhere is no uuha ppiness 
filllong the Angels. Sorro,v is not unhappiness. 
This is a great secret. Indeed it is the great 
secret of the \vorld. All the ,vorId is al,vays 
nearly telling it, nearly, but not quite. "Then 
the leayes rustle on the trees, they ,vant to tell 
it. \,Th
n the stars t,,
inkle, as if they had got 
tears in their eyes, they alUlost tell the secret 
by their looks. "Tben the sea beats ,vith a 
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hollo,v sound upon the sand, it murnlurs the 
great secret of the ,,,,orId, that sorro\v IS not 
unhappiness. 
)
 ou did not kno,v little 'Vilfrid. I only sa\v 
hirD once myself. It ,vas easy to see at once, 
that he ,vas a child ,,,,ho had SOllIe great vocation 
froil1 God. It is not gro,vn-up n1en only ,vho 
llL1ye vocations. Children lll:1ke a little Catholic 
Church of thenlselves, ,vhere God is al\vays being 
loved and served in a particular ,vay; and in this 
child-church there are ,vonderful things done, 
,vhich ,,,'e do not kno\v of. It is very nluch 
mixed up \vith the kingdonl of the AU6'els. It 
also has sorro,ys of its O"tVll, and joys of its O\Vll, 
find vocations of its o,vn, beautiful mysterious 
vocations sent by our fleavenly Father. 
"
 ilfrid had one of these vocations. You 
might have been certain he ,vould have to suffer, 


, 
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and that lIe ,,",ould haye the grace to love suffer- 
ing, lJecause he was so nler 1 .y a child. I-lis soul 
,vas full of brightness and gladness, even to over- 
flo,ving. These are tIle children out of ,\yh0J11 
strong ll1en are made. Strength comes out of 
brightness. Endurance depends on happiness. 
! t is only the light-hearted ,vho kno,v 110'Y to 
suffer" rightly, anll as God ,vishes us to suffer. 
'These are hard ,vords; but you ,yill understand 
them SOllle day. 
"Tilfrid ,vas one of those children, the very 
sight of 'VhOlll n1akes old people young again. 
SOllleho\v, even 'v hen lIe talked nonsense, he 
111ade :rou think of Goel and heaven; and ,yhen 
he laughed, you felt a ,vish to shed s\veet tears. 
There are lllnny childrcn ,yho live Blore in the 
night than in the day. They are ,vise and old in. 
their dreams by Ilight, eyen ,Yhel1 they are light 
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and careless in their games and tasl\:s by day. 
This ,vas the case ,vith "Tilfrid; and if you had 
shut your eyes ""hen he ""as telling one of his 
dreams, you ,,,,ould have thought it ,vas some 
gro,vn-up poet or artist ,,,ho ,vas describing 
things. Ilis descriptions 'v ere alnlost unnatural, 
they ""ere so like the descriptions of an educated 
man. But there he ,vas ,yith his blacl\: hair, and 
,,,,ith barely seven SUlnnlers t\yinkling in his eJTe. 
Yet you could see also that he ,yas one of those 
chilùren ,,"ho are nel"er n1eant to be Inen, any 
nlore than sprjllg-flo\yers are lneant to gro\'" in 
sumn1er. 
\Vilfrid had been sleeping for an hour ,,,,hen 
he first sa\v the "T ee!)ing Angel. His Illother 
llad kissed hirn ,rhen he ""as in bed, and the 
feeling of her kiss al\vays lasted on him through 
the night. But this night she had ,vetted his 
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little face ,vith her tears. Perhaps she ,vas 
thinking of his father, ,,,,ho had died the ,veel\: 
before, and been buried under the linle-trees by 
the nlonastery. That night lle sa,v the'V"eeping 
Angel for the first time. 
All the next day he ,vas yery grave, and yet 
lIe had never been so happy. His sisters ,yon.. 
dered '",hy he ,,'as so 111uch kinder than usual. 
It ll1akes us yery kina to see Angels, and our 
eyes are filled ,,,,ith quiet brightness, and our 
yoices are lo,v and s,veet. In the afternoon 
'Vilfrid ,vas a little in1patient for night to come; 
and he longed to be alone in the dark, though a 
,,,,eek ago he ,yould have been fi'ightened at it 
beyond 111eaSure. 
His lllothcr had taken the candle a,vay, and 
bad gone out of the roon1. But the curtain ,vas 
not quite dra ,vn, and he ,vent to sleep ,,,,ith the 
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moon in his eyes, and the darkness this night 
,vas brighter than it had eyer been before. 
'Ihe golden light, in ,vhich the Angel ,vas 
visible, becanle more golden and n10re clear. 
The nlonntain-top seell1ed quite near to 'Y'ilfrid, 
so near that it appeared as if he could almost 
touch it. But he could see no vie,v fron1 it. 
Beautiful clouds rolled at his feet. Every ITIO- 
lllent he thought they ,vonid haye rolled a"'ay, 
and that he should have seen some ,yonderful 
sight. Indeed once they parted sli 6 htly, and 
through the chink he fancied he caught sight of 
a yery sunny sea. A lo,v ,vind ble,v upon the 
ll1ountain-top; and it Iuade a noise in the Angel's 
'rings like tIle mournful sobbing and sighing in 
the fir-trees on the north-side of the house. fIe 
,yas also nearly sure that a s,veet n1urlllurlng 
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sigll can1e fronl the i\.ngel's lips like very sad 
In liSIC. 
The next day "Tilfrid ,vas still more silent. 
IIis face ,vas rather pale, and llis eyes ,vere 
1110re than usually bright. lIe ,vas soft and 
subdued in l1Ïs mannel
. But son1eho,v though 
his 1110ther ,vas very glad of all this, she ,vas 
also s0l11e,vhat uneasy. She could 110t under- 
stand it, and yet she shrank from speaking to 
Ilin1 about it. She thought of another fair child 
,vllonl she had lost, and once during the day, 
,yhen she llad been ,vat ching the fire in 'Vilfriù's 
eyes, she suddenly ,vent a,vay to her o"l'n rOOIn, 
and knelt dÒ,vn, and ,vept bitterly, and prayed 
fer\"ently to Goù. 
The night can1e, and "Tilfrid ,vas put to bed. 
But his 1110ther lingered longer in his roonl, as if 
she did not like to leave IIÎ1n. A t last she had 



THE '\EEPIKG .Al.,GEL. 


115 


given hilll her last kiss; it ,vas about the t,yenti- 
eth last kiss that night. Just as she ,vas leaving 
11is 1'00111, he asked her to dra,v the curtain aside, 
that the shining of the llloon lllig-ht conle in at 
the ,vindo,v. She ,vas startled at this request; 
r..nd she began to ask hinT ,,,,hy he ,vished it, but 
she checked herself. But, as she put the curtain 
hack, a silent tear trickled clo,vn her cheek. 
Sleep callle to 'Vilfrid; and the golùen light 
gre,v so golden that he alInost ,vas afraid. And 
it seeuleù as if he ,vas borne up to the top of the 
1110untain, close to the Angel. And fron1 very 
high above hitn, there can1e a deep, s,yeet, lo,v 
voice, ,,,,hich bade hhn spcal( to the "r eeping 
Angel. The voice did not make hin1 afraid. On 
the contrary it nlade him very braye, and yery 
happy. So he said to the Angel: 
Angel! n1ay I call JOu dear l\llgel? 
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And the Angel ans,vered, Yes! for 
you are my 
little brother in Jesus. 
Then "Tilfrid said, Dear Angel! ,vhy are you 
al,vays ,veeping? 
And the Angel ans,vered, 1Iy s,vect 'Vilfrid, 
üur great and good God has son1ething ,vhich He 
loves exceedingly, and ,vhich lIe calls IIis glory. 
:K o ,v, all the ,vorld over, nlen are continually 
robhing IIin1 of I-lis glory, and doing ,vrong to 
IIin1. So I stand on this mountain.top, all 
the Jrear round. hundreds of years ; and I see all 
the cities of the ,vorld, and the inside of the 
houses, and ev'en the inside of Inen's hearts. 
This last I could not see, except by a special 
l)ern1ission of God. Thus I see everything 
,,,,hich everybody does. I bear everything ,vhich 
eyerybody Eays. I kno,v everything ,vhich 
everybody thinks. And I join Il1yself to e
cry 
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,york, and ,yard, and thought, on the great 
huge .earth, and add lilY love of God to it, and I 
,veep over ,vhat is ,vrong in it, and try to n1ake 
np to God by my tears for all the glory ,vhich 
ll1en 111ight give I-lin1, but ""ill not giye Birn., 
This is ,,'hy I ,veep. And I ,veep al,vays, because 
al,vays, s0111e,vhere on the earth, ,vrong things 
are being done. And God loves my tears, and 
l\lary, our sinless Queen, is al,vays offering them 
up to Ifinl. And all heaven sees TIle on my 
111011utairr-top, and théy nlake songs about 11le 
there, and they love nle exceedingly, and tbey 
call TIle Poor Earth's Angel. 
But, dear Angel, said ,rilfrid, I do not quite 
underst.and about God's glory. 'Vhat is it like? 
Is it sOll1ething lIe ,vants and cannot get? 
K a! s,yeet little Brother, it is not so. It is 
hard to explain to J'Ou. 'Yhen Jour n1other's 
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heart IS alnlost breaking ,vith love of you, it 
,vonld quite l)real{ ,vitIl sarro"", if she thought 
you did not love her. No,v it cannot be so ,vitIl 
God; but it is sOlnething very like it. His glory 
is our loye; and His love of IIis o\vn glory is tIle 
greatness of His love for us. "Te can only kno,v 
,vhat God's glory is like by loving IIim very 
tenderly. " 
Then "Tilfrid was silent, and began to ,veep. 
But oh! they \vere snell s,veet and soft tears, 
that he ,vould like to lla ve ,vept so all night. 
Then he said, Dear Angel! ,viII you bless nle ? 
And the Angel said, Do not COlne so near, lest 
one of 111Y tears should f
lll upon you; anù it is 
not tilne yet. Then the Angel blessed hiln, and 
'Vilfriù was carried bonle so s\viftly that the ail- 
sang in his ears; and lIe a\voke, and heard tIle 
'Villd in the trees, and the raindrops splashillg on 
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his ,vindo,v-panes. and his pillo,v ""3.S ,yet as if 
he had been crying. lIe slept no lllorc that 
night, but lay very still, and dill not seen1 to ""ant 
sleep. His nlother's pillo,v ,vas ,vet also, for she 
had seen his ,vhite face all night in the dark 
room, ane1 had thought of the dead Ferdinand, 
his little brother. 
The next day ""-ilfrid felt very tired, and was 
. 
inclined to be sHen t. II is nlother diù not go 
do,vn stairs as usual to attend to her housekeep- 
ing, but she renlainecl in the rOOln ,yith hinl. 
lIe asked if he migh t lie do,,"n on the Eofa, 
because he "
as tired, and his nlother put a 
cushion under his head, and ,vent and sat ,,"here 
she could see hin1 ,,"ithout his seeing her. fIe 
lay very quietly ,yith his eyes shut, going over 
again in his nlind ,,"hat he 'had seen in the night. 
lIe forgot that his 1110thcr "'11S in the roonl, and 
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a 135 he 5""'. d. balf ou loud Poor Earth.
 
...-\n_el. Hi
 mother a
ked him "hat he meant. 
and he turned Tery red and s:lid 0 her 0 
l1o
hiI!; ! Do not mind me. Tl::en afrer a few 
minutes of Eilence he a5ked her to come near 
him. and si cl se 0 hiDL ...-\.nd he pU" hi, Ii tie 
ho" hand ia her5. and said 10 her. Dèare5 mam- 
ll1a. do you hink I mi!!ht make m, fir5 con- 
:e:35 i On no" ! 
T on are no ;;:ø,en ye ID.. darlin!!: YOU are 
nly 5IT and '"1 half. Wh, do ,on '\\aIlt to go to 
eon -è

ion . 
I th:rrk. IDa IPfi. I c::honld be happier. replied 
ilfril. I think F a her _\ndrew would let me 


o S
. 
\, ell darlin!!. I 
hall 5ee F3Lher _-\.ndrew a 
'=' 

 _ ,s. 
 _-"': J t1-. - '" ternoon. and I ,,-ill ask him. 
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Thank you dearest mamma: stoop do,ffi, and 
let me ki-=s vou. 
Then his mother wen out and ,rilfrid Jay 
Terv still until his 
i5ter5 had finkhed their 
le5::ons, and came down to him from the ;:chool- 
room. That afternoon father 
-\nd.rew consented 
to his making his firs confe
3ion, and began 
to instruct him ho\v to do so 
Thus a \veek pa5,ed a"ay. Every nighL 
'\rilfrid ',""as ,vith the .A.ngel, on the mountain- 
top, and in the davtime he was prep:u-ing for 
his confe
-=ion. His sisters thou!:"ht he was 
growing very odd and "ise, and old-fa
hioned. 
But there was a belief amoll 6 those sÍ.5ter5 that 
nothing which "
ilfrid did could be wrong. On 
Saturday he made his confes
ion with his head 
eI 
resting on Father .A.ndrew"s knee. lIe shed a 
great man
" tears not beC3.11S
 he had been "Ver
y 
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,vicl\:ed, but because his heart ,vas aln10st break- 
ing ,vith the love of Jesus. Then he ,vent to 
the little chapel in the house, and kissed his 
crucifix, and ,vetted it ,yith his tears. His sisters 
came in to put some flo,vers before the iU1age 
of our Lady, and to light a candle before it, 
because of '''Vîlfrid's first confession, and as they 
can1e in, they heard him say, OIl! dear Lord 
God, s,veet Jesus! no,v I also can be a 'Veeping 
Angel. 
That night the Angel seemed brighter than 
ever, and said to him, Little earthly Brother! 
no,v you ,viII do part of my ,veeping for n1e! 
You see no'v that it is a sad thing to be unhappy, 
but it is not a sad thing to be sorro,vful. Jesus 
and l\Iary,vere al,vays sorro,vful, but they,vere 
never unhappy. Your nlother is sorro,vful about 
little Ferdinand, but sIle is not at all unhappy 
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about hin1. Y.ou are sorry, very sorry, for your 
faults; yet I see in Y01U. heart that you \vere 
never lTIOre happy in your life. . "Then you kiss 
your crucifix, you are sorry for the sufferings of 
Jesus, yet the sorrow is yery s,veet to you. 
. Dear Angel! said "Tilfrid, go on; you say sueI! 
beautiful things. 
The Angel told him to come nearer, and he 
,voldd sho,v hin1 something. Then he toucbed 
'Vilfrid's eyes, and the touch, though it ,vas very 
gentle, smarted a little, and tears came, and 
behold! through his tears the chilcl sa 'v the 
,yhole ,vorld, and all its cities, \vith their streets 
lighted up, and all its yillages on the mountain- 
sides, and all its cottages on the edges of the 
enormous forests. And he sa,v ,,"hat all the 
people ""ere doing, and he seemed to l\:llo'v them 
by their names, and all about them, and 
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the nalnes of their children, and ,vhether they 
,vere good or naughty. lIe sa,v gay roonlS 
,vitll people dancing in then1, and r00111S ,v here 
Inen ,yere drinking ,vine, and talking loud, 
and lle observed that over those places, the 
Angel ,vept like a sllo,ver of rain. He sa,v also 
great hospitals, ,vith beds on botll sides of the 
roonlS, and nlany persons suffering and dying; 
and the Angel ,vept here also, but at the same 
titne lIe smiled through llis tears. lIe also sa 'v 
churches ,vhere monl
s ,,,,ere singing psalnls, and 
organs 'v ere playing. IIere also the angel ,vept, 
but it ,vas very little. He sa\v thousands of 
chilJ.ren in thousands of schools, and he observed 
tllat the Angel hovered over the children, and 

hool\: llis ,,,ings, so as to 111ake sonle drops of his 
tears fall on particular cllildren here and there. 
But, dear Angel! said 'lrilfrid, is tbis the earth 
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I have sOlnetilnes seen from the ,villdo\v lJing in 
the moonlight? 
"Thy do JOu ask, ll1Y little Brother? replied 
the Angel. 
necause, ans\vered 'Vilfrid, I did not think you 
,yould ha\
e had reason to ,veep then. 'Vhen I 
sa,v the earth one night ,vith the moonlight on it, 
it seemed to me, not only beautiful and quiet, but 
also holy and good. It felt as if Goel ,vas a11 
over it, and ,,,,hen I opened the ,yindo,v, it seenled 
fiS if God came into the roon1. The river made 
less noise ,,,,here it ran under the ,vall, le5s noise 
than it Inakes in the day-time; and the trees 
,vere quite ,vonderful, and looked, I thought, as 
if they ,vere forbidden to speak. Everything felt 
as if it ,vas inside a church. I fancied you ,yould 
have rested in the night, or at least on 11100nlight 
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nights, or only ,vatciled over the people ,vllo 
"
ere out upon the sea in ships. 
Dearest child! said the Angel, I am al \vays 
resting. To be ,yorking for God is the granù 
rest of all those 'VIIO are in f-Ieayen. 'Ve kno,,,," 
of no other kind of rest but that. The Saints in 
IIeaven tell me, that on earth there is no rest so 
s\veet as suffering for God. To us Angels there 
is no rest so s,veet as ,yorking for Goù. If 
Angels could gro,v ,yeary, it ,vould be by not 
loving God eyery 11101nent far more than they 
loved Hiu1 the moment before. Happily this call 
never be. But as to nlY not ,yeeplug, I nlust 
,veep aln10st lTIOre by Hight than by day. 'Vicked 
n1en rob and kill in the darkness. All through 
the darI\: hours BIen are dying, and alas! In any, 
\vhen they die, lllake Angels ,veep. 1"he lnoon 
shines Oll as many sins as does the SUll. 
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Oh then, I shall never be so much In love 
,vith the moonlight again, said ,'Tilfricl. Yet it 
is very beautiful, and I al,vays finù it hard to 
obey 111Y dearest mother, and lie still in bed, 
instead of getting up to look out of the ,vinda,,? 
"That nlakes it so beautiful ? 
All things, "Tilfrid, are beautiful, ,vhich do the 
,,,ill of God. And the 11100nlight ,vas a thought 
of God, one of Ifis ,vonderful thoughts frorll 
all eternity. It Inakes us think of His o\vn dear 
l\Iother. Perhaps he al\vays n1eant it should be 
so. Yon l11ay ,veIl love the moonlight, for it is 
one of God's s,veet thoughts. Kay, it is part of 
His love for JOu; for there are some ,,,"or Ids 
,vhich have no Illoons, and the nights are dread- 
ful there. 
Then they ,vent on further in their flight. 
They looked do\vn into thousands of ships upon 
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distant seas, and tIle Angel ,vept. They passed 
over lands ,vhere there were no churchr,s, and 
no Blessed Sacrament lanlps burning, and the 
Angel \vept sadly, because the lands 'v ere very 
dark. But there ,rere other lands ,vhere there 
\vere ancient Christian churches, but ,vithout 
proper altars, and ,vith no Blessed Sacralnent, no 
1\Iass, no pictures of the 
Iother of Jesus; and · 
"Tilfrid thought, but he ,vas not sure, that the 
.A
l1gel ,vept l1l0re bitterly over these lands than 
over tIle first lands. Then there ,vere lands all 
Christian, \vith lamps lighted every\vhere, and 
prayer and ,vatching all the night through, and 
110ly convents ,vhich gleamed like Inoons, that 
,vere shining in the deep green ,voods of earth, 
or on the tops of sea-side hills. And though 
the Angel shed fe\ver tears over those, it seemed 
to "Tilfrid as if the tears ,vere coloured with 
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blood, and the sorro,v of the Angel seeuled 
rather more like sadness, and yet it ,vas not sad. 
At last 'Vllfrid sa,v a great city, ,vith a river 
running through the ll1iddle of it; and he sa,v 
under the foundations of the houses, and the 
,vhole city seemed to be built on the bones of 
the l\Iartyrs. And the Angel told hin1, it ,vas 
God's city, the city of R01l1e. And he sa\v th3 
inside of a grand palace, ,yith soldiers in strange 
dresses ,valking before the doors; and ,vhen the 
house ,vas all still, he sa,y an Old ßlan get out of 
hed, very gently, so that the people ,vho ,vatched 
in the next room should not hear hitn. l'here 
"Tas something very ,vonderful in the look of the 
Old 
Ian's face. He rose, and put on a ,vhite 
cassock, and ,vent in his bare feet to the ,vindo,v, 
and opened it, and knelt do\vn before it, \vith a 
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little picture of our Blessed Lady in his hand, 
and he began to pray. 
rIhe great city, ,vith its t\vinkling lights, ,vas 
beneath him, but scarcely any noise reached hirD 
but the splashing of some great fountains. 
Beyond the city ,vere son1e mountains, ,vhich 
loolred blacl{ and soft in the starlight, and 
beyond them again ,vas the great, great ,vorId, 
of which that Old l\Ian ,vas the father. He ,vas 
praying for the ,vorId, and he soon began to 
,veep, and the tears ran do,vn allover the 
picture of OUl" dear Lady. And as he wept, bis' 
face gre,v more and more like that of the 
'Veeping Angel. And the Angel bo,ved very 
]o,v before hÏIl1, and ,vept also. 
Then '-Yllfrid ,vept so fast that in llis tears 
the Old l\Ian and the Angel seemed to go into 
one, and to be one person instead of t,yO; and 



TIlE 'YEEPIXG ....
:xGEL. 


131 


he saw heaven open, and behold! God the 
Father ,vas looking ,yitIl great love upon the 
,veeping Old 
Ian, and then the Old l\Ian him- 
self gre\v to be like God the Father. Then 
the light became brighter, and "
ilfriù sa,v that 
l\Iary kept pointing to the weeping Old l\Ian, and 
God looked into his lleart, and the Angels looked 
into God's Face, and read something there, and 
111illions of them flew do,,"n to Ron)e, and lool\:ed 
into the Old 
Ian's heart, and then fle,v a,,"'ny 
to the north and south, to the east and ,vest, 
,vhere they sa,v the Old l\Ian's heart ,vishecl 
then1 to be. The Angel told ,Yïlfrid that this 
,vas the Pope, and that he n1ust no\v go back to 
his bedroom, as the Pope had sent an Angel 
there. \Yïlfrid thought it very strange that the 
Pope should kno,v anything about him, or should 
send a grand Angel to such a little fello,y as he 
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,vas. Perhaps it llad sonletlling to do ,yith his 
first cOllfessi3n. 
Some ,veeks no'v passed. E\Tery uight \Vil- 
frid ,vas ,vitll the Angel. lIe sa \V ulany other 
things; but they are so difficult to explain that 
I ,viII leave then1 out. In the daytirne ,"rilfrid 
seemed In ore and more ,veal, and pale; but he 
said he \vas not ill. IIo,,
eYer llis mother sent 
:f.Jr the doctor, anù the doctor put SOlllething 
like a little flute to his chest, and listened, and 
then looked very grave. '"Vilfriù patted the 
sleeve of the d
ctor'ls coat, and laughed at him. 
The old doctor stooped dO""1l and kissed him, 
and Wilfrid felt that the doctor ,Y:1S crJIng, 
l)ecause lle llad ,vetted Ilis cheel{ ,vllen he l{issed 
llÏIn. 
Then the doctor ,yent a,vay with 'Vilfrid's 
lllother into a different room; and she ,vas 
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a long time ,vith llim; and ,vhen she earn e 
back, \Vl1frid sa \v that ller eyes 'v ere very red, 
and that she also had been crying. All the 
rest of the day too his sisters 10ol\:ed yery hard 
at hiln, and ,vere very sad, and spol\:e alnlost in 
a ,vhisper, and ,vent about on their tip-toes as if 
somebody in the house ,vas very ill; and some- 
tÏInes they canle and put their arms round him, 
and said nothing. 
One night 'Yllfrid had a little headache. It 
""as not very bad. But because of it he ,vent to 
bed ,,'ithout saying his night-prayers, and that 
night he did not see the Angel at all. But he 
had a n10st nnconlfortable dream, of nothing but 
a solid and black darkness, built up like a ,vall 
before hinl, and ,vhich hurt hinl ,vhen he pressed 
against it. At the sanle tinle his conscience 
reproached hilll for having lTIade his little head... 
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ache an excuse for missing his night-prayers. 
,A.11 the next day he ,vas unhappy, unhappy 
rather tllall sorro,vful. At night he sa,v the 
LJacI( darkness again, only behind it he heard 
the voice of the "r eeping Angel. I t said, "Til.. 
frid! you nlust not lJe unhappy. You are 
unhappy because you are vexed at finding you 
are not so good as you hoped to be. You ought 
rather to be sorro\vfuI, because you have not 
quite pleased God. Unhappiness never sends 
darkness a,vay, but s,veet sorro,v does. Then 
the voice spoke no n1ore. 
"Tilfriù a ,voke, and he prayed all the rest of 
the night to Jesus to give hinl true sorro,v, 
and in the morning he ,vas quite happy and 
peaceful, and yet extren1ely sorry. But he had 
det.ernlined quite briskly never to llliss his 
prayers again, unless his rnother told hin1 to do 
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so, and he knew ,,,,ell enough that Jesus \voul(l 
give hÍ111 grace to keep this resolution, because 
he felt in his heart that our dear Lady had l)een 
praJing for him; and ,vhat she prays for is as 
good as done. 
On the third night there ,,"as not exactly the 
darkness; but there ,vas a kind of grey 111Íst, and 
sho,,"ers of beautiful, coloured drops of fire kept 
falling through it, and he felt that he ,vas at the 
foot of the "\Veeping Angel's mountain, and that 
these sho\vers of coloured fire ,vere the Angel's 
tears. At first he ,,,,as a little disappointed be- 
cause he fancied God had not forgiven hin1 all at 
once. But he soon recoyered, and ,vhen 11e 
remembered ho\v great and holy God ""as, he 
thanked IIim for the grey mist, and said that, if 
it pleased God to punish him so, he ,,,,ould be 
content to go ,vithout seeing the l\.ngel any nlore. 
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N o,v here is sonlething very strange. \Vilfrid 
never had any secrets ,vith his mother. Yet 
sOIneho,v he llad not liked to tell 11er about the 
"r eeping ,A.ngeI, and the nights he spent ,,"ith 
hirn. He felt as if it ,vas not a thing to tall\: 
about. He did not fee] as if he ,vas keeping a 
secret from 11is dear mother. If he had felt so, he 
,vould ]lave told 11er directly. But no,v he deter- 
mined to tell Father Andre,v of it, anù asl{ hinI 
if he had not better tell his nlother. Father 
Andre"T thought a little ,vhile, and then said he 
,vould go into the chapel and asl\: our Blessed 
Lord. ":""hen lle came back, he told "Tilfrid that · 
he might tell his mother, but that his sisters 
,vere not to know, lest they should talk to hhn 
about it, and l11ake hin1 proud. ,,-rllfrid ,von- 
dered ,,,,h=:tt being proud meant. Ho,yeyer he did 
not ask, and indeed I do not thinl\: Father 
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Andre,v would have been able to make biIn 
understand it. He told his 1110ther about the 
Angel that day; and his n10ther kissed bin1 
tenderly, and said to Ilin1, God is your Father, 
my blesse
 child. His holy ,yill be clone! 
That night all ,vas golden again. 'Vilfriù ,vas 
on the mountain-top ,vith the Angel. The Angel 
looked more beautiful than ever. lIe said to 
\'
ilfrid, Once you have seen from the n1ountain- 
top; no,v you shall hear! "Thereupon he touched 
'Vilfrid's ears, and they tingled, and then rang 
as if there ,vas ,vater in them. At last he 
began to hear distinctly. He IleaI'd psalms 
being sung, and organs rlaying, and priests 
, 
chanting, and sorro,vful men and ,vornen sighing, 
and 'v ida ,,"s' eyes turned up to heayen, ,,,,hich 
ll1ade a sound like s,veet singing, and orphans 
prattling, and little children saJTing their prayers, 
10 
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anll nuns }{neeling before the Blessed Sacrament, 
,vllose silence ,vas turned by an Angel into the 
s,yeetest nlusic, very gentle anll very gay. 
Then tIle "r eeping Angel spoke to hin1 again, 
and said, \v"'ilfrid, do you remember YOlll' ll10ther's 
bed of ,vhite lilies in the: garden? And ""'ilfrid 
said, Oh yes! Then the Angel ,vent on, You 
kno-\v ho,v their green leaves ,vither and die 
'v hen the plants are in flo,ver. Their life is all 
in their blosson1. In the sanle ,yay the souls of 
little children. ,vhom God makes pious' very early, 
are to God's glory what the lily-bed is to your 
nlother. \Vhen .the ,vorld is very ,vicked, and 
Goel's glory ,vithcrs anù is yello,v and dry, lIe 
refreshes it by the souls of little children, 'Vh0111 
lIe takes to Himself; to increase IIis glory. 'Vould 
you like to be one of these children 'VhOlll God is 
so Ï1npatient to have ,vith Him in heayen? 
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o yes, dear Angel, yes ! 
Then the Angel dre,v llim near to himself, 
and let one tear fall on the top of his head. 
Wilfrid turned very cold, and there was a little 
pain in his Ileart, but not lnnch; and, strange to 
say! he liked the pain, and ,yould not have 
exchanged 
 it for anything in the world. He 
slept no more that night; but lay extrenlely still, 
and every now and then when the pain in his 
heart pinched him, he said, Jesus! my o,,"n 
Jesus! In the morning, ""hen the nurse came 
to him, he asked her to go to his mother, and 
tell her that lie did not think he could get out of 
bed. In a very fe,v 111inutes his mother ,vas in 
his room. She had not ,,"aited to dress herself. 
She lJent over him, and ,,,,hen she sa,v hinl, a 
strange look of bitter anguish passed oyer her 
face. The doctol" came, and he went a""ay 
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,veeping. Old nurse ,vept as if her heart ,,,,as 
breaking. Sisters canle in to see hin1, but ,vere 
not allo,ved to speak. They pron1ised they 
,vonld not cry. And for SOllle tinle they did 
not: but poor little Clare's lips began quivering 
faster and faster, and at last she burst out in a 
loud cry, and then Agnes, and Cicely, did so also. 
They ,vere Ilurried out into the nursery; and 
if YOll had heard then1, you 'VOllld have thought 
their three tiny hearts must have broken; and 
the younger nurse scolde(l then1 for crying, 
and yet all the ,,,hile sIle ,vas crying just as 
mucll herself. Ancl the servants ,vent up and 
do,vn the house, as if they did not kno,v ,vhat 
to do; and nobody ,vanted any dinner, ,,,,hen the 
dinner-tin1e canle. The poor nlother did not cry. 
She s111iled. But it ,vas a sad snlile on her poor 
,vhite face. At noon the bishop can1e, and lle 
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confiro1ed "Tilfrid, and gaye him his blessing, and 
kissed him, and said, Renlenlber your poor 
bishóp, ,vhen you see God! 
""'ilfrid
s little heart had made such a great 
act of love ,,"hen he ,,,,as confirlned, that he ,vas 
quite tired, as tired as if he had been playing in 
the sun a ,vhole SUllllner afternoon; and he fell 
asleep. In his sleep he dreamed that he was 
carried to the top of a lo,v hill, round ,vhich 
thpre ""as a thick darkness, and the darkness 
,vas full of l\ngels, ,vho seenled as if they ,vished 
to go nearer to something inside the darkness, 
but lTIight not do so. But he ,vas taken inside, 
,vhere there ,vas a ring of pale light, and Jesus 
hanging on the Cross, and :\Iary and John beneath. 
And he seemed liftecl into the air, so that his 
face ,vas on a level ,vith the face of Jesus. Then 
he thought that the nailed llands unfastened 
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thelnselves, and elnbraced llinl, and pressed hinl 
to the .Face of Jesus, and our dearest Lord 
kissed him 011 the forehead, just ,vhere the I-Ioly 
Oil, the Chrism of Confirmation, llad touched 
llinl. He thought also that the kiss of those 
s,veet lips left blood upon llis forehead, ,,'hich 
sanl{ in, and nlade him all heavenly ,vithin. 
It seemed as if the kiss a,voke him, and he 
found he had turned his face on oné side, ,vhere 
a little ,vhite Crucifix ,vas IJing, and tJlat his 
forehead ,vas pressing upon it, and that the pain 
in his head ,vas greater than before. His mother 
11eard him move, and came to the side of his 
bed, and she dipped a handkerchief in vinegar to 
bind round his head, and as she stooped over to 
tie it on, he put out his hand, and took the hand- 
}rerchief and squeezed some of the vinegar into 
llis moutll and s,vallo,ved it. 
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'Vhy have you done that, lilY darling child? 
said his rnother. 
Because I ,vas thirsty, and I ,vished to be like 
Jesus. <<: 
As he said this he smiled into Ilis mother"s 
f
lce. It ,vas a ,vonderful smile. It ,vas as if he 
had in bis sleep gro\yn as "old as the oldest saint, 
and as ,vise as the ,visest doctor, in the Church; 
and yet ,vas as arch, and playful, and simple a 
child as ever. A thick book, if it ,vere 'YTitten on 
it, ,vonld not hold all the ,visdolll and beauty, all 
the s,veetness and consolation; that there ,yas in 
that smile. I am sure his mother ,vill never 
forget it as long as she lives. 
Have you ever felt one of those Slunmer after- 
noons 'Vllich are so beautiful that you do not 
even like to play, but prefer to sit still, and let 


it A real incident. 
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yourself be halJPY you do not l\:llO'V ho\v or ,vhy? . 
The quietness is so quiet, that you can alnlost 
bear it breathing. The flo\vers slnell ,vitI1 an 
unusual S\Y'eetness. The trees seem to have gone 
to sleep, and no birds are singing-. They never 
sing upon suell afternoons as those. Ev'en the 
co'vs in the field lie do\vn. The church clock 
trcnlbles ,v}lile it strikes, as if it ,vas almost" rifraid 
of doing ,vrong in striking at suell a 
eac
ful 
tinle. 
It ,vas a calnl lil\:e this, ,,,hile 'Vilfl
id ,vas 
sleeping. But there canle a freshness to,vards 
evening, and R}1 a\vakepiQg of
all natur. There 
. . 
,vas a sound of air in the tree- tOlJS like the 111 nr- 
11lur of a distant sea. The cattle rose anù began 
to crop the grass. The birds also began to sing; 
and flo\vers began to E III ell, ,vhieh had not S111plt 
a little ,vllile ago. 'VilfriJ. also a,voke. lie a\voke 
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that he n1ight die. S\veet Flo,ver of Christian 
Sacraments! his vespers ,vere to be sung in 
heaven. The evening ,,,,as to be to hin1 an ever- 
lasting n1orning. 0 Ethel! it is hard to have 
to ,,,,ait so long for ours. 
Outside the house the sun still shone yery 
brightly, and it seen1ed in the silent roon1S as 
if the birds had never sung so loud before. 
'VilfriLl sank very quietly. It ,,,,as as if the 
"Teeping Angel's tear ,vas melting his soul a,vay 
into God's glor
y. Sonle children belong to Goll 
and to their mothers. But son1e seem to belong 
to Goel only. These die soon, and they like to 
die. Yet they love their n10thers better than 
other chilùren do. Those are happy lTIothers 
,vho have such children. 'Ve call then1 God's 
Early Blossoms. 
Iost 1110thers have one such. 
Before the sun ,vent dO"'11 "Tilfrid ,vas gone. 
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There ,vas one lool\: in llis eyes as if some ne,v 
l\:ind of l)ain startled 1lim, and then a look of 
l)eace into 11is n10ther's face, a look ,vbich told 
ller all ,vas ,veIl. He ,vas no, v part of God's 
pure glory. The three sisters ,vent in to see 
llinl. Old nurse ,vas se,ving in the ,vindo,v: but 
she might as ,veIl llave left off; for she ,vas 
crYIng so, that she could not see tllrough her 
spectacles. The poor l\Iotller's head ,vas buried 
ill tIle pillo,v, her curls touching 'Vilfrid's cold 
cheek, and ,vhenever she Inoved, his head sank 
upon 11crs, as if he ,vas conling to life again, 
and ,vas going to turn round and kiss her. Poor 
little Clare! tllere ,yas one big tear on the nlid- 
dIe of each cheek. She opened her eyes ,vide, 
and lool\:eù at 'Vilfrid; then she ran and flung 
llerself into old nurse's lap, and you could not 
tell ,vhicll of the t,vo, the old or the young, cried 
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loudest; and poor Clare thoug'ht that sbe had 
better die also. And all the ,vhile 'Vilfrid's cold 
cheek lay still against his mother's hair. 
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